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The following Addreſs to the Public appeared in the 
N Edition, printed for Mr. Nan in 1772. 


— — — — 
. 


"To 2 PUBLIC. 


A Plliey* Colleftion of Songs Wing niely 

made its Appearance, to which the Publiſher 
has, with uncommon Effrontery, prefixed my Name 
as the Editor, and upon my diſclaiming the Impoſi- 
tion, has even had the Aſſurance, in a public Adver- 


. tiſement, to aſſert that he had my Authority for fo 


doing;—although I have more Veneration for the 
Public, than either to trouble them, or load the 
Daily Papers with an Altercation between a little 


Country | Shopkeeper and a Ballad-Maker, yet 1 
once for all beg Leave to ſtate the real FaR. 


About four Years ago I exhibited my LEcTuUR® 
at Whntchaven, and haying Occaſion to uſe this 
Man's Shop, he took the Opportunity of ſoliciting 
me to give him a few Comic Songs, © becauſe he 


had a Mind to publiſh a Volume to pleaſe his 


« Cuſtomers in the Part of the Country where he 
* lived;” and at the ſame Time opening a Song 
Book, ſhewed me ſeveral under my Name, which he 
told me he purpoſed to print in his Collection: My 
Reply was; —“ Sir, There is not one of thoſe printed 

A 2 « as 


( 4 ) 
* as I wrote them; and ſome to which my Name is 
« affixed are really not mine.“ But, Sir, replied 
my Chapman, will you pleaſe to give yourſelf the 
« Trouble to mark ſuch of them as are yours.” 

*« Why really, Sir, I am aſhamed of them.. Lord 
4 Sir, they'll do very well here; pray, Sir, take the 
„% Book home, and be ſo obliging as to mark them 


for me.—And, if it would not give Mr. Stevens 


too much trouble, I ſhould be greatly obliged if 
he would juſt put a Mark upon any other Songs in 
. * the Book that he thinks worth printing,” This 
was done, and the Volume returned the next Day. 
From hence I could not imagine he would do more 
than inſert my Name to the Songs I had owned; and 
1 folemnly declare he had no Authority from me to 
uſe it otherwife. — What 1 did was a meer Att of 
common Civility ;—I had not then, nor have I fince 
had any Connections with the Man; and upon this 
Ground alone he has had the Modeſty to charge me 
with a Breach of Promife by my Diſavowal.— This, 
among other Reaſons, has induced me to publiſh my 


- own Songs, which I now claim as Property, and 


have entered in the Hall Books of the Stationers 
Company, | 


G. A. STEVENS. 


LD 
wo”, 


[ gi) 


Gd dts. f NT. j 


H E Writer of theſe Ballad s, by way 

of Preface, begs leave to introduce a 
PN which he happily met with among 
the MSS preſerved in that ineſtimable re- 
ceptacle of curioſities at Chelſea, well known 
to the Lyterali of all nations, under the deno= 
mination of Don Saltero's Coffee-Houſe. | 


This Fragment, indeed, bears no marks of 
antiquity; yet the origin as well as progreſs 
of Mufic and Poetry is here traced with un- 
common perſpicuity ; and it is greatly to be 
lamented that the Author himſelf could not 
be conſulted, for putting the finiſhing hand 
to ſo arduous and claborate an undertaking. 
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"TOE CHOICE. SPIRITS, 


AND 


 BALLAD-SINGING. 


UBAL, or Tuba! Cain, was the firſt com- 
poſer of tunes ; his lyre preceded Orion's, 

Ampbior's, and even the harp of Orpheus. 

Orion, when making his voyage upon. the 
dolphin's back, invented Water Muſic. | 

ys nerd introduced Cotillons as well as Guu- 

2 Dancing, 

Orpheus, to pleaſe his Eurylice exhibited 
the firſt Harmonic Meeting. | 

And on the mountain Gibello, 6 held her 
firſt Court for Camus. The magazines of the 
ancients, thoſe moſt uſeful repoſitories of ready- 
made erudition tell us, that Bacchus inſtituted 
a club at this very period, called the'Bacez, or 
Bacchantes, and which are now called the 
Bucks ; as it appears, not only by Nimrod's an- 
cient charter, depoſited in the archives of the 
Babylonian Lod ge in the environs of Soho, but 
alſo by the authenticated records belonging to 
the Pruiter-Platler in Biſhopſgate Precinct. 

And in theſe two bodies of that noble and 
ancient order, the following engraving of the 
famous Giblet, or Cup, uſed by the Grand Buck 
at Rome, when he celebrated the Secular Games, 


is here addreſſed, with its original Inſcription, 1 


and a Tranſlation, for the mutual entertain- 


ment of thoſe diſtin claſſes of Critics, the 


and Uzlearned, who alternately take the 


cad 1 in all converſations. 


* 


| 


47) 


"POCULUM roctyLonyt: 
Or, The CUP of CUPS. 


Bene Ve d- Me, Miba 
Bene amice mee, 
| Bene omnibus nobis; 
Bene cui non invidet mib, | 
EI eo cui mofiro gaudev gaudet. || 


THUS TRANSLATED : * 


Here s to. Thee, Here's to Me, 


On our abſent Friends we'll think, 5 


To our noble Selves we'll drink ; 
Then to him, from Envy tree, 
Who loves Fun like you and me. 


* . 


= 
The reaſon for introducing this Antique un- 
to the reader's acquaintance 1s, accotding to 
the modern cuſtom of book-making, to ſhew 
the Author's erudition ; which is ſtill farther 
diſplayed in the following account of Choice 
Spirits. +04 + +2500 FE 
After Circe's elopement with Ulyſes, they _ 
became wanderers upon the face of the earth, - 


4 and, like Fews and frolling Players, continue 


Tenerants even unto this day; they have never- 
theleſs multiplied exceedingly, propagating 
their convivialities into the different Orders 
of Grigs, Gregs, and Gregorians ;—Antigalli- 
cans, Free Maſons, and Macaroni 5—Sons of 
Sound Senſe and Satisfaction — Sons of Kit, and 

Old Souls; — True Blues, Purples, and Albions ; 


be Beef Steak, Jockey, and Catch Clubs ;— 


The Magaalens, and Lumber Troop, with many 
others; all which acknowledge the affinity 
they bear to their paternal Society, by cele- 
brating their Evening Myſteries with a Song 
and a Senliment, 

The Choice Spirits have ever been famous 


; for their talents as muſical artiſts. They 


uſually met at the harveſt-homes of grape- 
gathering: there, exhilerated by the preſſings 
of the vintage, they were wont to ſing ſongs, 
tell ſtories, and ſhew tricks, from their firſt 
emerging, until their Perihelion nnder the 
prefidentſhip of Mr. George Alexander Stevens, 
Ballad- Laureat to the Society of Choice Spirits, 
and who appeared at Ranelagh in the charac- 

ter 


( s') 
ter of Comus, ſupported: by thoſe drolls of 


merry memory. 

Unparalleled were their performances, as firſt 
Fiſts upon the Sal/-Box, ang inimitable me 
variations they would twang upon the forte 
and piano Feros- Harp. Excellent was Howard 
in the Chin Concerio; whoſe noſe alſo ſupplied 
the melodious tones of the Bagpipe. Upon 
the Siiccado Matt. Skeggs remains ſtill unri- 
valled;—and we cannot now boaſt of one real 
genius upon the genuine Hurdy Gu 

Alas! theſe ffars are all extingut ed; and 
the remains of ancient Britiſh Harmony is now 
confined to the manly muſic of Marrow-Bones 
and Cleavers. 
_ Every thing muſt ſink into oblivion. 

* Corn now grows where Troy Town flood.” '— 
Ranelagh may be metamorphoſed into a Me- 
thodiſt Meeting-Houſe ! Vauxhall cut into Skittles 
Alleys ! the two Theatres converted into 
Auttion- Rooms, and the New Pantheon become 
the ſtately habitation of ſome Jew Pawn- 
broker: nay, the Sons of Liberty themſelves * _ 
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Beef Steak Club — 115 
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Common Senſe — 66 


Contentment wes M1 


D. 
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Day and Night — 46 
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Damn d Honeſt Fellow 89 
. 10 
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— — 29 
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Fools Hall 
Freedom 
Fair Play 
Fright, the 
Funeral 


— 118 

— — 109 

149 

— —135 
G. . 

Griſkin Club * 14 

Gaming — 43 

Give the Devil his Due 163 

God ſave the King 103 


"I 
Honour 
Humbugg 
Here Goes — 59 


Hum, the — — 155 


I. 
1 — 22 
Jack Tar's Song 
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Leſſon of Love — 170 
Love and Wine's Part: 
— — 99 
Liberty — — 1 
Love — — 84 
London Hunt 


— 120 
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M. 
Marine Medley — 19 
Maſquerade — 130 
Marquis of Granby 131 
Man, the — 136 
Maria —— 106 
May — — 7 
Mutual Love — 7 
Mum — — 153 
Mediocrity — 168 
Nunc eſt Bibendum 11 
Nabob, tge— 27 
Noſe, my — — 137 
Norfolk Farmer — 126 
New Roaſt Beef — 80 
Nobody and Nothing 165 
Not as it ſhould be 82 
. all 
Origin of Engliſh Liberty 1 
— of Faction — 38. 
of Toll, loll, loll 2 
P, * | 
Parent, the — 154 
Point, the — — 157 
Preſent Taſte —— 164 
Paſtoral — — 32 
Portrait, the — 141 
Parade, the — 147 
Prejudice — — 117 
Politics — 122 
Pipe of Love — 8 


— — 145 
Sentiment Song 

ific, the — 112 
Simple Paſtoral — 61 
Songſter's Horn-Book 64 


Scurvy, the — 70 
Semele, | — — 1 
Sweethearts == — 169 
; T. 
Toll, loll, loll — 23 
Toll de roll! — 2 
True Blue 93 — 28 
Time's Defeat — 95 
Toaſt, a — 142 
Time Killers — 150 
Tranſit of Venus — 105 
5 — — oF 
0 Py — 2 
| The Times — - 
Time for all Things 77 
Tom of Bedlam 138 
Wee 
Viſion, the — 104 
Veteran, ihe— 78 
A 
W the — 6 
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Wine Vault 
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Due Trav lier oft is Ver my 
Through twilight's duſty veil, * 


a 


arenen, y grove along the L rn, 
T 0 bythe foil Brook's d, 
When th ay's fable ſhroud is drawn, 

_ Then CR are aid to glide, 


— mes 


The paly Moonſhine's fil ry glam „ n 
m dancing down the glace, _— dds! 


midſt ſhadowy fe Hr "to 7 
ich ſcare the tr, Maid. | 20 


„ hw 4 


apt to ſee, 


—— <> 


> A Giantan each e-row Tree, 
23 Whale Phantoms All the Dale. 2D; 


fc 

Alt of Gight Grimes 
Already mark ;j—Six Cynic ſeowls, 
Rage wrinkling on his brow, © 
To ſce, O ſhame! two-am'rous Owls, 


en you Bougn. 

hands, and upcaſt 83 

As eee 8 , * 

Th' er-acalous Commentator cries, | 

O Tempora! O Moores! 

But 22 ould Critics 1 Songs f 

dale affic Scales app . 

„ e e = 541 n. 

Mo'd rather laugh than cry. TC 

| Por neither Pedant nor for Prade, — 295 
Theſe Sonnets took their biin ßñ 

Whoa — 7 by pleaſant rr 
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: 


LOND: L Myron: 
ORIGIN or ENGLISH LIBERTY. 
| To it's own Tune, . 


NCE the Gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich neftar were quaffing, 
Merry Momus among them appear'd as a gueſt, 
Homer ſays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing. | 


This happen'd fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 
While Nature diſorderly lay; | 

While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 
And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 


On ev'ry Olympic the Humouriſt droll'd, th 

So none cou'd his jokes diſapprove; 3 

He — repartee'd, and ſome odd ſtories told, 
2 at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


Sire, —Mark how yon Matter is heaving below, : 

Were it ſettled *twou'd pleaſe all your Court; 25 
Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know; ; 
* Pray people it Juſt for wy ſport, 1 


. 

Jove nodded aſcent, all Olympus bow'd down, 

At his Fiat creation took birth; * Ss 

The cloud Keeping Deity ſmil'don his throne. 
Then announc'd the production was Earth, 


Jo honour their Sov'reign each God gave a boon z. 

+4 ollo preſented it Light; | 

The Goddeſs of Child-bed difpatch'd us a Moon, 
To filver the ſhadow of Night. N 


The Queen of Soft- wiſhes, foul Vulcan's fair bride, 
Leer'd wanton on her Man of War; _ 
Saying, as to theſe Earth-folks I'll give them a guide, 

So ſhe ſparkled the Morn and eve Star. 


From Her cloud, all in ſpirits, the Goddeſs up ſprung, 
In ellipſis each Planet advanc'd; _ 
The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Siſters ſung, 

As round Terra Nova they danc'd, 


E'en Jove himſelf cou'd not inſenſible ſtand, 
Bid Saturn his girdle faſt bind, | 
The Expounder of Fate graſp'd the Globe in his hand, 
And laugh'd at thoſe Mites call'd mankind, 


From the hand of grout Jaye into Space it was hurP'd, 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball, - 

Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the World, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his halL 


Miſs, pleas'd with the 2 review'd the globe round, 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains; 
The felF-ballanc'd orb in an atmoſphere bound, 
Prolific by ſuns, dews, and rains, 


With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear, 
What was fit for each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here, 


The blue-ey'd celeſtial, Minerva the wiſc, 
Ineffably ſmil'd on the ſpot; 

My dear, ſays plum'd Pallas, your laſt gift I prize, 
But, excuſe me, one thing is forgot, SETAE 


( 
Unleſs prudence prep it's — (4 280 
The Goddeſs of Sapience'bid Iris take wing, 
Andon Britons beſtow'd Common- 


Four Cardinal Virtues the left in this iſle, | 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gaily gan fmiles © 
. And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 7 


Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty ſo rare, | 
Oh preſerve it as pure as *twas givin; 

We will while we've breath, nay we'll grafp it in death, 
And return it untainted to Heav'n, | . 


Pa... ww WY 2 4 
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ORIGIN or FACTION. 


Tune,—1 am,  quoth Apollo, when Dapline, Ge. 


FN hiſt ries of Heathens, by which Tutors train us, 
I The ſalt-water Sov'reign is call'd Oczanvs; 
is ſpouſe was deliver'd, by man-midwife Triton, 

Of this ſea-girt ifland, his fav'rite Britain, 


The Naiads were Nurſes; old Trident declar'd, 
To embelliſh his offspring no pains ſhould be ſpar'd ; 
By flying fiſh drawn, to Olympus he drove, : 
And petition'd the Gods, that his ſuit they'd approve. 


Quoth Jupiter, I'll make it King of the See? . 
Avaſt! reply'd Neptune, pray leave that to me: 
I'll guard it with ſhoals, and I'll make their lads Seamen: 
Strong Hercules hollow'd out, I'll make em Freemen, 


And what will you make, Venus whiſper'd to Mars 5 
Why I'll make all Soldiers, that Nep. don't make Tars, 
Momus ſmil'd, as that droll always merrily means; 


He begg'd they'd go 1 make em Marines. 
. a | 2 | K 1 8963 a 


1 
Quoth- Saturn, much time I'll allow em for thinking; 
Buck Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it for ow 7 
But Mercury anſwer'd, a fig for your Wine, 
The art of Iime- killing by Card-playing's mine. 


By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes you're bit; 
*Gainſt Gaming I' fend em an antidote, Wit: 
In England, laugh'd Momus, Wit no one regards, 
Save that ſort of Wit that's in—Playing your Cards. 


Well, well, reply'd Phcebus, I'Il mend their conditions, 
I'll teach em to fiddle, — ſend them Phyſicians, 
Mong Fidlers, quoth Momus, true Harmony's ſcarce; 
And as to your Doftorſhip,—Phyfick's a — 


Says Venus, I'I people this Iſland with Beauties, 
And tempt Married-Men to be true to their duties. 
"You to Married-Men's duty a friend ! bawl'd out Juno, 
| You're a —_— you ſlut, and that I Know and you 
7 4 e 


cen ning to Jove, * look'd pale, ſhe Regan, 


ill your olympical gift- giving plan: 
Hesel f not conſulted, ſhe vow'd ſhe would wrong us, 


Elew a Scold from her mouth, and ſent Party among us, 


a 4 * 


God Bacchus, to counterpoiſe Juno's raſh action, 
; Commanded Silenus to ſeize upon Faction; 

8  _ Swiftflitted the Fiend, the old Toper outſped, 

| While Semele's fon ſent a Flaſk at his head. 


The Imp, by the blow, ſpeechleſs fell to the ground; 
May Wine thus for ever foul Fafion confound : 
" Unammaty ! that, that's the Toaſt of our Fearts, 
Though no Partymen here, Here's to all Men of Parts. 


— — 
K—— 


— — 


„Ack. 
N Tune, — A, Roger came tapping at Dolly's window, 


| S the Farmer went over his corn ripen'd land, 
A And counted encreaſe of his grain, 
Scarlet poppies he ſaw down the long furrows ſtand, 
Like 1 in lines on the plain. 


——— —— . æ . — 


So 


Quoth he, though i in Learning I am not well tetra, 


In mem'ry this maxim I'll k 


Thoſe weeds among 


wheat, ſhew when N 


We have nothing to do but to ſleep. 


Each ſcene of creation that ops to our view, 
| Affords contemplation a theme, 
As bloſſoms enamell'd by drops of bright dew, 


With di'monds fo Court-beauties beam. 


See grape to grape ſwelling, tranſparent on vine, 
That fruit is an emblem of dl; 5 
Balmy lip to lip Lovers as luſcioully j Jay. * 


And the net 


ar enjoy ofa Kils, 


While Britons, like Britons, dare Eng liſh Taſte « own, 
* Succeſs on our ſtrength could 333 
We now, by importing enervate Bon Ton, 

. To impotent Idlers deſcend, : 4 

We wed without Love, we attempt without Powers, 
And ſtrengthleſs, and ſenſeleſs, in ſwarms, *' 

Inſipid as butterflies, baſking on flowers, 
The fribbles fill ine women's arms, 


Tf Bacchus and Ceres were drove from Love's court, 
Defire maſt frozen depart! 


Roaſt Beef 


Juff. and take tantum Red Port, 


They ſteel the main-{pring of the Heart. Mes 
Cou'd we Venus conſult, why indeed fo we may, 


Since each circle a Venus ſupplies, 
I'll back my opinion, thoſe beauties will ſay 
A Miliſop's the thing we deſpiſe. 


The Elixir of Love in our full bottles , 


For Beauty's ſake Bumpers embrace; 
While kept in this Training we can't but come throughy 
For Give. and- Take Plates in Love's Race. 


Succeſs to that M 


Well mounted, 
For third, fourth, or 


where each againſt each 
; forward to win, ; 


th baue, they rallying ſtretch 


And, neck to wel" n come in. 


B - * 
* 
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THE WORMS. 
Tune. II hen Strephon to Chloe made love his pretence. 
EEP your diſtance, quoth King, who in lead 
Cotiin lay, „ Yo 409%) - 
As beſide him they lower'd a ſhrowdleſs old Clay; 


The Mendicant Carcaſe replied, with a ſneer, 
4 Miſter Monarch be ſtill, we are all equal here. 


4 Life's miſeries long I was forc'd to abide, 
& By the Seaſons ſore pelted, fore pelted by pride: 


4 And tho” clad in ermine, yet you've been diſtreſt, 


&« Both our cares are now over;—ſo let us both reſt.” 


A committee of worms, Manor Lords of the Grave, 
Overheard em and wonder'd to hear the dead rave. 
Quoth the Chairman, Dare mortals preſume thus to prate,. 
When even we Maggots don't think ourſelves great ? 


& Inſane oſtentations, who brag of their births; 
« Yet are but Machines, mix'd of aggregate earths: 


4 They diſtinctions demand, with deſtinctions they meet 


„When we throw by the rich folks, as not fit to eat. 


« They are ſcurvy com ds of Debauch and Diſeaſe. 
4 Putrefactions of Sloath, or Vice run to the Lees. 
« by Luxury's peſtilence Health is laid waſte: 
And all they can boaſt is, — They ve poiſon d in Tafte; 


«Tis true, cries Craulina, the Queen of the Worms, 
They make upon earth immenſe noiſe with their forms; 
Pon onner, with Beauties tho' ſo much 1 deal, 
« On not one in ten can I makea good meal. 


When we choſe to regale, on the dainties of charms, 
* We formerly fed on necks, faces, and arms; 
Nov Varniſh envenoms their tainted. complexions, 
% A fine woman's features ſpread fatal infections. 


Not a Worm of good taſte, and bon ton, I dare vouch, 


A morſel of faſhion-made Beauties will touch, 
* A Quality Toaſt we imported laſt week, — > 4 
4 Two Maggets, my ſeryants, dy'd cating her check.” 


— 


(84%) | 
Very odd, quoth a Critic, Worms hotd uch diſcourſe.” 
Very odd, * Author, that Men ſhou'd — worles 


Like Reptiles, we crawl upon earth for a term, 
Take — for a while, then deſcend to a Worm. 


Dan Pope declares all Human Race to be Worms ; 
Maids, Miſſes, Wives, Widows, all Maggotty forms. 
But of Worms, and worm-feeding, no more we'll repeat, 
Here's a glaſs, To the Dainty that's made for Man's meat. 


THE PICTURE... 


Tune,—Fine Songfters too often apologies male. 


ISHING well to * folks, both on this and 
By my own fire- ſide, with my Laſs, [that, 

Not yawning, nor mute, but in ſpiritful chat, 
To Old England I took off my glaſs. | 


The next to my Ang ; and the third was a Joke, 
Sfr al 1 I toaſted The Beſt; 
She ſeem” 4 not to hear, but her cheeks bluſhes 1 
The Wanton my. Sentiment gueſs d. 


Her boſom I reſs'd, to my lips it aroſe, 
Ihe crimſon ſtill fluſhing her face; 
Wich love: liſping laugh, ſhe 3 41 ſuppoſe 
5 You preſume I can guels at the Place. 


I anſwer, but firſt for my Fee took a Kiss, 
& Where the Temple of Love we attend. | 

% Beauty's columns begin at the Fountain of Bliſs ; 
& In tapering outlines thy end. 


& On the top, at the Arch of Enjoyment 
* Curl'd tendrils the Pediment grace; 
For Cupid's Pantheon, the Shaft of Dehg nt 7 

66 Muſt ſpring from the Maſculine Baſe, 


* 


* 


9 X 
1 4 


. 


6 If the Lady of this perfect Manſon you'll ſee,” 

; As I fpoke, gave my hand to the laſs, 
6& Oh, by all means“ the faid then my dear come 

80 Lied my Girl upto the glaſs.  Tſ[withme;” - 


Off ſhe turn'd, with a pſhah! yet no an reſt, 
Good breeding ſcorns Prudery's en, - 
Mong our dinner-time toaſts, when we drink to the Beſt, 


- 


We only moſt excellent mean, = 
Remember, my Bucks, when you're aiming at Jokes 
Be ſure make the moſt ofa Jeſt;  - 


Not like the aſſembly of impotent folks, 
Who prove themſelves, —bad at the beft, 


Our Youths in their warfts are now ſcarcely a ſpan, 
An inſenſible, expletive crew; 

When Lovelineſs weds one, in hopes of a Man, 
Tis the worſt thing a Lady can do. 


Here's to Beauty a Toaft, fir, but not Face alone, / 

| Lower yet hes the Circle of Grace; 

Beneath, where in ſcentre Love buckles her Zone, 
The Point of Attraction we place. 


Let our Bottles, like globes, have elliptical ſweep "i 
Geometriſts mind what I fay, | bon a8 

May beautiful Parallels diſtances keep, wit 
To give Perpendiculars way, © 


** ——_— — — . 9 * 
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SILENUS any CUPID. 


UPID ſent on a meſſage one evening by Venus, 
A ili luck wou'd have it, was met by Silenus; 
The big belly id Sot aſk d the Urchin to play, | 
And the filly lad gam'd all Love's weapons away. 
. . . ws &Þ 1 of & $ 4 #37 -x AS « L De . down, &e. : 


* 


( & 0 


His Bow from the Bubble, the old Gambler drew, 
And into a'cratch-headed Stick turn'd the Yew : 
The String was tough Catgut, Si. ſwore it was well, 
A ſtrong line he wanted, to ring his Bar Bell. | 


Love's Arrows were Cane, he divided the joints, 
Pipe-ſtoppers the ends made, and Pick-teeth the points, 
The Feathers to bruſh down his tables were clever; 
And to a Tobacco-pouch turn'd the boy's Quiver. 


For pipe lighting Matches he choſe Billet-deux, 
And away, at each puff, went a Sonneteer's Vows, 
His Tinder was drawn from the brains of the Jealous, 
And long-bottled Sighs he preſerv'd-for his Bellows, 


Hermes took the lad home, told the tory to Venus, 
She daſh'd down her tea-cup, and flew to*Silenus : 
Then threaten'd her Captain ſhou'd kick the old Clown, 
But he laugh'd, and he ſmoak'd, and he ſung. Derry down. 


She ſqueez'd his hard-hand, and his filthy beard ſtroak'd, 
Nay kiſs'd him, tho* with his tobacco fumes choak'd : 
Then begg'd the boy's Arms, but Si. {wore with a frown, 
He'd be damn'd if he gave them for her Derry down. 


She wipt her doves back, vaſtly piqued you may gueſs, 

In Synod celeſtial demanded Redreſs; '. : 
ove-laugh'd at the jeſt, and he vow'd, by his Crown, 

When Spouſe rail'd hereafter he'd fing,-Derry downs 


Ve Huſbands, too fond, who are Feminine-fool'd, 

And tamely, by, Petticiat Government 2ul/d, |, 
Reſiſt your Mives Railings, their fhrill trebles drown, 
Ry jmoaking, and jinging Down, derry down, 


; 


* 


„. 


THE D 1 VORCE. 
Tuue Old women we are 3 


O more let defections of wedlock be blam'd, 


To be ſure of grave Cato you've heard ; 
In morals more ſtrict not a man cou'd be nam'd, 


Yet his Wife to a friend he transferr'd. 


In Rome they encourag'd no Trials crim. con. 


In France, Cuckold-making's a Jeſt ; 
And, I truſt, in few years, * nelp of bon ton, 
We ſhall be as polite as the beſt. 


Tis vaſtiy immenſe | and moſt horridly low ! | 
When a Month after Marriage is paſt, 

That tbe Huſband ſhou'd be ſuch a Fright not to know 
His Lady's affections can't laſt. 


| * — 2 in Fortune, and ruin'd in Health, 


both Perſon and Purſe, 
His HAT — ſome Citizen's Wealth, 
And the Daughter accepts, as his Nurſe. 


Joo oft, for the ſake of a Title impure, | 


Doom'd Beauty is fore'd from her vows, 
To unitewith a Blank, for upon the Grand Tour 
Foreign Viee has di the Spouſe. 


In defence of the Fair, Satire openly ſtands, 
And forbids the vague Spendthrifts to roam. 
Wives have too much lock lying dead on their hands 
When Hufbands are Bankrupts at home, 


Cenſure no marrid Dame, as the trade's ſo decreas'd, 
Heavy Intereſt, Principal clogs; 


* When Ladies have furnifh'd an exquiſite feaſt, 
Muſt their dainties be thrown to the dogs ? 


Then Divorce, —but we laugh at ſuch frivolous things, 
Having here no intention to part :— 

We are wed to our Wine; Wine regen'rates the ſprings 
Of that ſelf: moving muſcle the Heart, 


(uw) 
Though to Wine we are wedg-yet we do not 
To be tied down for better for worſe, . 

If our landlord Adultery dares to commit, 
At once we demand a Devorce.* 


But at preſent I hope, with an Engliſhman's eaſe, 
We enjoy both our Wine and our Wives; 
By Liberty bleſt, with the pleaſure to pleaſe, 


May we live all the days of our lives, 


n 


— 


th. 


_ 
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NUNC EST BIBENDUM. 
Tune, —Moggy Lauder. 81 


OW we're free from College Rules, 
From Common-place-book reaſon, 
From trifling ſyllogiſtic Schools, | 
And Syſtems out of Seaſon; 

Never more we'll have defin'd, 
If Matter thinks or thinks not; 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 


Is —he who drinks—or drinks not. 
Metaphylic'ly to trace | 


9 

The Mind, or Soul abſtratted ; 
Or prove Infinity of Space. 

By cauſe on cauſe affected: 
Better Souls we can't become 

By immaterial thinking; 
And as to Space, we want no room, 

But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, Plus, 5 

Are learned words, and rare too. 
Thoſe terms our Tutors may diſcuſs, 

And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too. 
A Plenum in our Wine we ſhow, 

With Plus, and Plus behind, fir, 
And when our Caſh is minus, low, 


A Vacuum ſoon we find, fir, 


* 


( 12) 


Declares in—1 can't tell what 
The Earth round Sol is moving. 
But which goes round, what's that io us? 
Each is, perhaps, a notion; 
With Earth, and Sun, we make no fuſs, 
But mind the Bottle's motion. 


Great Galileo ill was us'd, 

By Superſtition's fury; 
Antipodeans were abus'd 

ignoramus jury. 

But, 4 to feet, 2 2 atteſt, 

Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy; 
For when we're drunk, probatum ef, 

We're tumbling, topſy turvy. 


Newton talk'd of Lights and Shades, 
And different Colours knew, fir ; 
Don't let us diſturb our heads. 

We will but ſtudy two, ſir.— 
White and Red our glaſſes boaſt, F 

Reflection, and Refrattion ; 
After him we name our Toaſt, — 

« The Center of Attraction. 


On that Theſis we'll declaim, 
With ſtratum, ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 
- *Tis Nature's Poftulatum, - 


Wine, in nature's next to love ; 


Then wiſely let us blend 'em; 
Firſt 1 prove, 
That Nunc, nunc eſt bibendum, 


— 


Dane Tycho's error proving, ' i 


pony 


| F | 
ENGLISH LITANY. 
Tune, Ihen 1 enter d my Teens, &c. 
a Stage - 


ſtation; 


* 


Coach we aptly may liken this Nation, 
Where Paſſengers ſeldom are pleas d with their 


But wrangling, and jangling, and joſtling and jumbling. 
1he Inſide-folks grin, and the Outlides are grumbling - 


The Inns they are in, and the Outs they are out; 
To be in is the Riddle, which makes all this route. 
The Outs call the Miniſtry infamous elves ; 


And the Inns, when they're out, ſay the ſame things 


themſelves, 


It is cunning Credulity ever enſlaves; 5 N 
The world is a Hot- bed, to raiſe Fools and Knaves: 
They pull this and that way, ſometimes pull together; 
But Common: ſenſe ſcorns to go partners with either, 


My Country, my Freedom, and oh, my Religion! 
Theſe tickle the ear, faith, like Makomet's Pigeon : 


*Tis the time's cant, the farce, the fineſſe of all ages, 


For what the beſt actors of, get the beſt wages. 


Oh my Country ! but hold, fir, on which ſide the Tweed : 
Wa worth tul your words, if ye dinna tak hede, | 
We give praiſe to one kde; the other abule, 

Can the unborn their — of nativity chuſe? 


Off Prejudice, off, to Oblivion's cave ; ' 
We boaſt we are Wine as Britons behave: 
Can this, or that ſide of a ſtream alter nature? 
No,—waſh thole refle ctions away in the water. 


Get, get, is the cry now, and get all ye can; | 
If ye can get, get honeſtly ; get, though's the plan. 
Get one thing, and ev'ry thing elſe you'll obtain: 
For Honours are now humble ſervants to Gain. 


The African Slave-dealers ſome 1 may think baſe; 
But what muſt they think—if at home 'tis the caſe ? 
The Guinea Trade, here keeps a market tis certain; 
And Yes and No bought E more's the misfortune, 


( 44) 
When a Beauty's enjoy'd by a Man of the Town, 
What he doated laſt week on, this week he'll diſown. 
The ſelf-fellers thus, become thoſe people's ſcoff, 
Who fiſt turn'd-them proſtitutes, turn'd them N 


May all be turn'd-off, who thoſe dealings befriended,” 
Where honefter folks have been ſometimes ſuſpended ; 

May they die as they liv'd, by all good men abhorr'd, 
Wa Bzitons BEeSEECH THEE TO HEAR us, Goop 


een, ——_— — 


Tue MARINE MEDLEY. 
Firſt tuna, Cone and lifien to my dity. 


OW ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
N Meſs-mates heave a hand with me, 
nd a Brother Sailor Chorus, 

While he fings our Lives at Sea : 

O'er the wide-wave {ſwelling ocean, 
_ Tolſs'd aloft, or tumbled low, 

As to fear, 'tis all a notion, 

When our Time's come we mult go. 


Tune. Life is chequer'd, 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſely bawlin 
By topſail ſheets and haul-yards 

Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand; 

| Now ſet the braces, 

5 2D Don't make wry faces, 

But the lee-top fail ſheets let go, 

Starboard here, 

| ,  Larboard there, 

| Turn your quid, 

Take a ſwear, 


Yo! ya! yo! 


n 


(5) 


Pirſt Tune again, «4 

Om, ye Landmen, idly lying 

Al along · ſide Beauty's Clit; * 

Safe in ſoft ſeas defying. 
Free from all but love's alarms, 

While on biltows, billows rolling, 

Dcath ap in every form, 

On no Lady we'rs lolling, | 
No kind Kiſs can calm the Storxm. 


But loud peals, on peals are claſhing, 


Through rift rocks, the ſhrill wind-ſhricksy - | 


In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing, 


Scorch the ſails, and ſtench the decks. 


Burſting clouds upon us "PP 
Black o'erſ{pread the face of day, a 
Burying ſeas in whirl roaring, 
Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 
High the toſſing Tempeſt heaves us, 
ErTow'rds the Pole aloft we 


While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below, 


In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 


Down we fink from fight of ſæy, 
By the ſwell, as inſtant up thrown, 


Hark what means yon diſmal cry! 


The fore-maſt's gone, yells ſome ſad tongi out | 
Ober the lee, twelve feet Deeds 


A leak beneath the cheſtree's {; 
Call all hands to clear the rick = 
Quick the lannyard*s cut in pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearing 


Warring waves around us foam, 
For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
Nature finks, eo for Home, 


| 46) 
There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping ſtrain, 
As round mother's knees they're playing, - 
Daddy ſoon will come again. © | 
Tune, Early one morning a Jolly young Tar, 95 
If we muſt die, why die we muſt, 
'Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun, 
When our debts due, for Death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun; 
As to Life's ſtriking its Flag, never fear, 
Our Cruiſe is out, that's all, my brother, 


In this world we've luff'd it up, thus, and no near, 


So let's ſhip ouxſel ves now for another, 


Tune the firſt again. 

Overboard the guns be throwing, 

To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going 

On the lee beam lies the land, 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 

Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry ſea breaks fatal o'er us, | 

To the Storm's fell power we fall. 
Now Diſmay, with proſpect horrid, 

Swells each ſleepleſs eye with tears; 
And Deſpair, with briſtly forchead, 

On each bloodleſs face appears. 
Sadly ſtill we wait the Wave !— 5 

Th' o'erwhelming Wave rolls mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our ſea- green grave. 

Hark, what means yon happy cr!) 


„ 
i " 


The Leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 


We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 


Up and riga jury Fore-Maſt, 


She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore. 
Now my Hearts, we're ſafe from ſinking, 

We'll again lead Sailors lives; 
Come, the Cann, boys, let's be drinking 

To our Sweethearts, and our Wives, 


* 


But when Pleaſure prompts, Reaſon always ſneaks 


( a7 ? 
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Tune, ken Fanny a Woman 45 growing apace. 175 


HAT the heart feels oppoſe to the phraſes of 
„ e 

Sweet Sympathies prove the Philoſophers foollss 

Can all the claſp'd volumes of learned men's feats, 

Be equal to claping one Beauty in ſheets. 


Go, Inftin#, call Reaſon, and hear what hell fay— ©; * 
The cowardly Tyrant keeps out of the way, ' 
Bolt the door then Defire, we'll bilk him at leaſt, * © 
He may pick up our Offals, and rail at the feaſt. 


The union of Souls is a Taſk, words may try 5 
But Lovers' Senſations, Deſcription defy; 
To them only known, who voluptuouſly rm 
Affection's Employment, the Phrenzy of Love. 


But hark! who is that we hear hobbling up ſtairs ? 
It is Reaſon, quoth Fancy; Ob is it! Who cares? 
He's welcome,—a chair there—l- hope he'll fit down: 
As he enter'd I ſmil'd,—he return'd me a frown. . 


My Laſs was before me, my Bottle between ; 
In our looks we rejoic'd we juſt now were not-feen-z- 


oft; 


When over, he bully-like, enters to huff. ; 


Juſt like an old Watchman, the Goblin was dreft, 
rey hears, pole and lanthorn, broad belt and long veſt; 


| Young fellow, quoth He, it is time you ſhou'd think; 
Old fellow, quoth Me, it is time you ſhou'd drink. 


] offer'd a Flaſk of Champaign, on my knee, 
And begg'd, as my Doctor, he'd drink for his fee; 
I prais'd his wiſe feeming,—my praiſes prevail d; 


For Flattery's a noſtrum which never yet fail d. 
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With Praiſes, with I ply'd him fo long, 
That himſelf he forgot, and wou'd ſing us a Song ; 

Aye and dance, nay a wench he wou'd have, and he 


{wore ; 


But attempting toriſe, he fell drunk on the floor. 


As I order'd a Bed, fays my love-looking Fair, 
„A to Bed, my dear! Reaſon has no buſineſs there; 
« The Senſes their title to that Manor prove, 

_ Let IE while we waken to Love. 


Tur MORAL 


Review dee Bugbear, to ſcare girls and boys, 

Wine and women, without him, Experience enjoys; 

That we're worthy thoſe Bleſſings, let Life's practice 
prove, 

May we never want Reaſon for Drinking or Love. 


TH * RAI LE R S. 


— Ladies who drive from the Poke of the Town, 


EHOLD on the brow the leaves play in the breeze, 
A Chunk fp Cattle calm feed in the vale; 

e Church ſpire tapering, points through the trees, 
As Lord — MT and the date. L 


N hes x layful Colts kip after Dams to the brook, 
e brook ſlow and ſilently glides; 

The-furface-fo {mooth, and ſo clear, if you look 
It reflects the gay green on it's ſides 


In Farm. yard, by his feather'd Seraglio careſs 'd, 
The King of the walk dares to crow; 
No Nth Jas Nimrod, enſlaving the eaſt, 
Such proweſs with Beauty can ſhew. 


— —— — — 


(#9 ) 


Beneath the {tilt Cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, 
Her face like the rd ray + morn ; 

Loud ſtrokes in the barn he ſtrong Threſhers repeat, 
Or winnow for market the corn, 


Induſtrious, their Wives, at the doors of their cots, 
Sit ſpinning, dreſs'd cleanly, tho* courſe, 

To their Babes, while unheeding the Traveller trots, 
They ſhew the fine Man and his Horſe. 


At the heels of the Steed, bark the baſe village Whelps, 
Each Puppy rude echo beſtirs; ; 


| But the Horſe, too high bred, bounds away from their 


Diſrogprding the clamour of Curs, _ [yelpy 


Illiberal Railers thus envy betray, 
When Merit above them they view; 


But Genius diſdains to turn out of his way, 


Or affor'd a reply to the Crew, 


To contempt and deſpair, ſuch inſanes we commit ; 3 
But to generous Rivals, a Toaſt, — | 

May rich Men reward honeſt Fellows of wit,— _ * 
Here's a 9 to thoſe Dunces hate moſt. 


i. 


. 


— 


THE ARTISTS. 
Tune,—Tho' Man has long boaſted an abſolute fog... 


RU DE Pallas obſerv'd to the bent Queen 

Dear Venus, what is it theſe Engliſn folks mem? 
Their Ifland is favour d beyond . les,, 
Twas I gave them Sapience, and you beftow'd Smiles; 
Nay ev'ry Immortal a bounty has ſent * em, 
And yet, like croſs children, all this can't content 'em 


The Goddeſs of Grace, in love's ſoft ſilver tone, 
Reply'd, *'twas immenſe, immenſe odd ſhe muſt on; 


Let us trip down to Earth, juſt to ſee the affair, 


& It is only through — taking * air; 
4 
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(20) 
e my Doves at the door, come, mne 


„with me ;” 


Away in a Whirlwind they wiſk d Vis a vis. 


From Council Jove miſs d them, enquiring about, 
His feather-heel'd poſt boy diſcover'd their rout ; 
Replies the {k ruler, they“ ve no buſineſs there, 
. always is beauty to ſpare; 
And as to Dame Wiſdom, by Styx 1 aver, 
While Faction ſtays with them they won't employ her. 


« Haſte home with them Hermes,” away flew the God, 
And the yielding clouds cut with his ſnake twiſted rod; 
In London, from, place to place, queſtioning flew, 
Where is Wiſdom but where, indeed nobody knew. 

He return'd with a tale, with a tale melancholy, 

That Wiſdom clopd into Scotland with Folly. 


« Where is Venus ?” quoth Mars, « Aye, my Wife have 
« you feen ?” 

Cries the King of the Cyclops, © My Man- loving queen?” 

* left her employ'd with her Handmaids, the Graces, 

« By Science . to f niſſ hus Faces : 

« Here's the name of- Genius with whon hs @ gueſts 

« ReyxOLDs, GAixSBOROUGH, MoaTiun, EAS, 
„ Dance, Wes?.” -- — — 


Vulcan vow'd he wou'd fetch her, . You ſhan't thun- 
« der'd Jove, 

J encourage the Arts, and yon Iſland I love; 

'« Into Fate I have look'd, and eer long I can i ſee, 

& What Athens was once, my Britannia will be 

« So Lemnos be mute, Hzbe hand me the neQar, 

„ Here's Great-Britain's Arüſts, and ee heir 


« PaOTECTOR,” 


 Stubborn Will againſt Prudence was 
The Paſtons confels'd Reaſon's Diftatewwere r 


(a1) 
THE DREAM. 


Tune, Puſi about the briſk Baal 
B a whirlwind r I through. Ethos way 


” © * 
. TIC | 


Electric mong Spirits of Air; | [hurl'd, 
pborn by the clouds, we look'd down on the world,” 
And odd exhibitions ſpy'd there. 


England's Genius was there, bearing Monarchy” $ e rp 
In proceſſion round 2 y Hall; | 

Faction ſeiz d her rich r Public Spirit 4 downy # 
And Folly broad grinn'd at her fall. pull _ 


In weather-houſe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, , 
Two Figures are veering a 

So pageants we ſaw, and we ail d at their Fk 71 
As they turn'd, with the Times, in and out. 17 


The Methadiſis, maſk'd with Hypocri 's face, 
LT thunder'd 3 — — 
80 Jack Puddings joke, with diſtorted 7 | 


ting their Gudgeons,—the Croud. 


Wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity «door, 
That * s coach might have room 
Debauch we Taw open Temptation's baſe ſtore, 


And Diſeaſe taint Simplicity's bloom, 1 
waging a fight, 1 1 
While . pos d Duty ſtrongn n 8 F 
| 41/7 


Though themſelves {till refoly'd to be, wrong. 


A vonderful Troop towards Weſtminſter bore: :: 70 


What wonders there are 


3.2619 0 ; 


*mong mankind 
In gilt chariots Lawyers paraded before, 11 


On foot Juſcice follow'd behind. tord e 


Church Preferments we ſaw—but reſpe& ſhall withſtand 
The abuſe that's pour'd forth on the Cloth 
Stock Fobbers and Stateſmen we ſaw hand in hand. 
And Pride n between both. * lth 

5 


( 22 ) 


Cent per Cent had lain to Integrity's head, 
And Beauty was boos he his ds . 
Eaſt India Succeſs {truck Humility dead, 


And Title took Vanity's part. 


Crafty Care and Ufury, two ſleepleſs h g 
Wealth er untired — 5 


Their heir, Diff pation, we law at their bags, 


With Flattcry ſharing the ſpoil, 


Th& wit nes of Trade,—but no longer I'll dwell, 
On either the mighty or mean; 


From an Emperor's court to a Penitent's cell, 
Life's all the-fame loughable ſcene, 


6 ney pieee, like a Farce in a Fair, 
ere ſhew, no and nonſenſe miſrule, 
Where tinſel , make Ignorance ſtare, 
| Whive he who | beſt is the Fool. . 


* n 


1 INDEPENDENCY. 


20411 


Tonen my drefs, as my manners, is femple and plain. 


E T us laugh at the common diſtin&ions of State 

When merely from Title, men hold themſelves 
If Merit wins Honours, _— [great ; 
But 9 homage Heraldry's Blaze. 


If you are a lineal deſcendant from Adam, 
Or ſpoufe gan collateral _ from his Madam; 


Oer acres of parchment, , ir, Br ht be 
Boaſt not how youre re b_ ſhew how you'te 


. - 9 array 5 bore Ling 1 8 
We allow but hat have poo done ? 
The 3 the v7 yn. your Conqueſts 


And your Country's prefer "by the Lark Game, 


( 23') 
Ye Lords of large Manors, your flattrers diſband, 


What are you but tenants for life to the Land; 
Your lakes, ; gardens gros, grots, temples, buſts pictures, plate, 


Are things 


Awhile you the labours of Lexury bear, | | 
Till Time tells you out, to make room for your Heir; 
The ſame round of riot, he runs for his day, 

His ſuccefſor's ſummons, ſends him the ſame way. 


But Hs who exiſts in Infinity's State, 12 
Whoſe hand holds the Sun, and whoſe Fiat is s Fate ; * 
To ſome has ſent power, to others gives wealth, ' * 
And to us, who are humble, his beſt Bleſking—Health. 


To the Graces, we nightly, a ſacrifice make, 
Wit and Humour, the chairs, as our Toaſt-maſters take, 
By their ſocial converſe, our time we improve, 


While Tenderneſs lends us the daughters of Love. | 


Jolly Welcome attends Hoſpitality's call, 

Common Senſe is our Cat'rer in Liberty Hall; 

For one diſh dreſs'd there, all Court Treats we reſign, 
Keep your diſtance, ye Kings! Indseznvant we dine. 


the Inn, where 0 Life's-ſtage you bait. 


TOLL LOLL LOLE 
Tune,—Black Joke. 


S one day at home in n 
Like dull Porter Drinkers, I drowſily ſtood, | 
— Heavily humming out, Toll, loll, loll, loll. 
The Fair of my Fancy whiſk'd into the room, 
All lovely ſhe look'd, like a May morning's bloom 3 
Her form was, but forming a Simile's flat, 
Think all that you can think, and ſhe was all that. 


I quickly left yawning, Toll, loll, loll. 


* Gps 
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(6240) 

On a Sopha ſhe ſunk, as if failing in ſtrength, 
Then gracefully wanton, fell back at full — 

In attitude temptingly, tuning Toll, loll. 
1 begg d for the Words, but her ſmiling expreſs 'd, 
What Words among friends ? try the Tune "twill do beſt. 
Twas a hint, * :nſtantly * ole to her Wiſhes, 
Fell into her arms, there ſhe fed me with Kiſſes, 

For Kiſſes are Symphonies, Toll, loll, &c. 


As if juſt awaken'd, inclining her head, 

Her 2 pleaſure ſparkling, ſhort ſighing ſhe ſaid 
Ho {weet is the ſound of Toll, loll? 

« All Art in Emp 's profane Affectation, 

4 Poſſeſhon's true Pleaſure, is prompt Inelination; 

„When Souls in ſweet Uniſon, blend their Embraces, 

6 Then, then, and then only; N s gamut has Graces,” 

Fol, loll, loll, 


It is Taſte at an Op- ra, to 8 Pleaſure, 
O ercome by the magic of Harmony's meaſure, 

And ſeem to expire, with Toll, loll, ,loll, loll. 
But Nature's nice organs, 5 nobler ſenſations, 
Not bodileſs ſounds, but corporeal vibrations; 
In theſe dear Da Ca both equal advancing, 
Elaſtical Arteries full Chords are a £96 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 


To practice Love's leſſon exceeds all the ſchools, 

Scarlatti and Handel,. and ſuch folks. were fools, 
At Toll, lol], loll, loll, loll, loll, loll. 

They Harmony made- of half Fones and whole, 

To lull lady's ears, but tis Love charms the Soul; 

When lips to lips tuning ſoft Symphonies tender, 

The heart beating Preludes, denote a ſurrender 
Of Toll, loll, loll, loll. | 


"Tis Muſic and Love, or the muſic of loving, 

_ That only the life which we live for is ving, - 
ITlͤ)0oll, loll, loll, lell, ol, loll, foll, loll” loll, - 

Tho- Int'reſt makes Freedom pay Wedlock's expences, 

Yet Love for Love leads up thy Dance of the Senſes; 

Where j ealouſy Frights not, nor folly is — J 

we may enjoy the true pleaſure o 8 
Toll, loll, loll, loll, &c, | 


( 95 )) 
TOLL DE ROLL LO LL. 


Tune, Let the Grave and the Cay. 


HEN the Deity's word | 
Throughout Chaos was heard, | 
And in order up rofe this vaſt ball; 
tad Sea, and Sky rung < 
With Creation's glad ſong, - — 
It was then a fine—Toll de roll, 


Inconſtant mankind . 1 25 
Could not keep in one mind, 
Aut into foul parties muſt fall; 
Gainſt Religion and State 
Raig't. & puttter' mad pegs, | 1:4,F FE 
And made » d- feu, de rol jon. HE 


— — 
- * 


By great Nature's 


command, 
F —.— OO at Integrity's call ; 2 


England 1 
In full 1 ta was heard | 
Lov'd Liberty's 8 -i. * roll. Der 


On each diſtant ſhore 


We have ſung it encore, 

And are ready, my 22. One and a. 
To ſound the ſame ſt rain, | 
Tho' I think France and Spain 

Have enough of our—Loll, 1 roll, 


All the noiſe that our foes 


Tock ſuch pains to compoſe, | 
Not a Heart of Oak's Ear could a apply 


| But the Dons and Mounſeers 


Were ſtruck dumb with three cheers, 
They' re the Engliſh Tarr's Tol de roll, l. 


At the place Mindon nam'd, 


By the Britiſh Foot fam'd, by ” | * 


How glorious thoſe days to recall: 


The French folks advancing, EY 


2 


Were ſtopp'd in their dancing, ' 
— tumbled — de By, 


* 
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(96 |) 


For this thing, or that, 4: fy 
Toll de roll, comes in pat, 
| Tis a Chorus III always extol; 
Tis ſuppos'd, not expreſs'd, | | 
"Twas what eachone likes beſt, 

Then here's to the beſt—Toll de roll, Ioll, &c. 


* a —t Rm. 
_ A. Dl tis. ah — 
n — _ 


TukE ORIGIN ox TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 
X 0 . & 
Tune, —As one day at home in a maudliniſi mood. 


ILL fing you a ſong, and III n ing al about it, 

16530 tune or out on't, y ou not to doubt it, 
My tune is Toll, toll, toll, loll, loll, 

Stoccatos, Chromatics, Reſts, Crotehets, and Chords, 
Deep _—_— — Trebles, with Fifths Eighths, and 

th h 

Are ſounds without Senſe; Common Senſe come 

before us; 


So filence each Solfa let's Toll, toll, toll, chorus, 
And nothing but Toll, toll, toll, toll, toll, toll. 


If word-gnawing Critics grammatical bawl, 
Unde derevatur, Fir, this Toll, toll, toll? 
«] anſwer, from Loll, lol, loll, loll, loll, toll.” 
And pray what ts Loll, bolt, ll, berge, quoth Pedant ? 
Profefto, continues he, I never read ont; 
What part of Speech are you, this Toll, loll, loll, making ? 
6 The only part, fir, of the whole MC worth > Gang © 
Toll, loll, loll, &c. | 


The Verb which Love conjugates, Nature's ihe tutor, | 


Both active and paffive, but ſometimes ſtands neuter, 
Toll, lot, loll, &c. 


When wantonly wifh'd for, optative Mood makes it; 


When promis'd in future, Hope 3 takes it. 
Of all — — — 


The is always the beſt the Senſes. 8 
oll, loll, 1 Il, * x, 


( 27 ) 
But let us for once, tho' become ſomethin g fer'ousy © 
The Black Joke's a tune, that mayhap is — 
Who knows what is hid under Toll, loll, toll, lol, 
What is under, or in it, or what is about it, 
Perhaps has a meaning, perhaps is without it; . 
It may be thought Wit, but that wou'd be wonder 5 * 
It may be a fingle, or 2 N 
Toll, loll, de roll, 


If you have, or if you have not, yead a Hi 

If you are Free-maſon'd, and underſtand MiRry,/ 
Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, is Loll toll, toll, toll, 

If more may be made on't, I beg to know what, | 

It may be, or mayn't be, it can, orcannot; 

For how be it, hereby, ſo be it, and ſo forth, - 

But good friends excuſe me, indeed I maſt go forth. 


Toll, toll, de rol, &c. 


ate ——— — k — — — ecu 
; THE NAB OB. bo 
Tune,—Ye Lovelies who never Inconſtancy knew, 


E makers of Nabobs who millions amaſs, 
Eclipſing Nobility's train; 
In pride of protuſon your Pageantries paſs, 
To your Worſhips a word,—dor't be vain, 
Tho” 88 ils of the Faſt, you exultingly view, 
Not a Reptile that crawls but is richer than you, 


Your ſideboards may bend with ſuperfluous wei 
Your breaſts the fl ſlant Ribbon may bind, ens 
You homage receive from the —— rs of S 
Weigh theſe gainſt the Wealth of the Mind. 
An Inſtin& unerring all animals boaſt; 
Lord-Man he has Reaſon, and fo my Lord's loſt. 


Can we wanton on waves in the dep troubled ſtorm v 
Can the Board of Works, Beaver-like build ? 
Can ye Artiſts contend with a tranſmigrate Worm? r 

Or Spider-ilke ſail through the held? _. 
Contempt muſt attend on Ambition's odd $s 
Who catches at Crowns, when be ſhrinks « Waſp. 


| ( 28 ) | 
Oer Paſſion can Beauty a conqueſt atchieve ? 
Cou'd Sampſon an Ague engage ? 
What Science can teach us the Art not to grieve * 
What Bribe is to buy off old Age? 
What Opium can lull the Alarms of the Mind? 
That ſomething ſo wakeful, which wakens mankind, 


In pompous down beds Guilt may labour to reſt; 
Black, Conſcience the curtain will draw, 
To exhibit ſuch. Spectres as harrow the Breaſt,  -, 
While Memory ſharperis her ſaw : | 
Humanity ſighs at the ſufferer's pains ; | 
But Juſtice proclaim'd, Thus I ballance their Gains, , 


Let us, as we ought, bid defiance to Knaves, 
And Briton-like ſpeak as we think. * 
Diſgrace to the crew of Venality's ſlaves; 
To honeſt men Happineſs drink. : 
Here's to Liberty, Lads, without Flatt'ry or Fear, 
And I hope I am pledg'd from the Heart by all here. 


1 


* — 


TRUE BL U E. 
Tune, To all ye Ladies now at Land. wy 


HE cards were ſent, the Muſes came, 
"Twas Ceres gave the feaſt 
To juno, Jove's majeſtic dame, 
Fair Hæbe hail'd each gueſt, 

With Pheebus, Bacchus, wit and wine, 
Like man and wife, ſhou'd ſocial ſhine. 4 
5 nn b. With I fall, Lal, la. 

Th' Olympic 


ic dance, Minerva wife, 
With graceful ſteps mov'd round ; 

Blue was the fillet—like her eyes, 
Her ſapient temples crown'd ; 

That girdle looſen'd, falling down, 

Buck Bacchus caught the azure Zone. 


(: 89 } 
Upon hisbreaſt the Ribbon plac- d, 3 
By Styx, avow'd the youtbL, | 
What had the Throne of Wiſdom grac / op 
Shou'd grace the ſeat of Truth: 
His robe he inſtant open threw, 
And on his boſom beam'd True Blue. 


« Kings, taught by me, ſhall Garters give, of 
In Inſtallations ſhow ; VISAS 
4 What ſubjects merits ſhou'd receive, 8 
Their Monarchs ſhou'd beſtow. -. 4 «3? 
6 This Symbol, lov'd, Celeſtials view, my 
* And ſtamp your Sanctions on True * | 


The roſy God, Urania prais d; 
The tune ful Arſters join; „ 
The Sov'reign of the . {3 2rorebpe nit} 
To conſtellate the Sign. ” 3 1911 
Along the Clouds, loud Pæans flew, 
Olympus 3 join d, and hail'd True Blue. 


This order Iris bore to earth, 

Minerva charg'd the fair, | 

Where firſt ſhe found out Sons of worth, 
To leave the Ribbon there. 

From clime to'clime ſhe ſearching ey" 


Andi in Hizz8zaN1A left True Blue. | 1 
ak "S 'S 1 11 E . 

" — — 
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Tune, — Maſts all. 


ET thoſe who love Helicon ſip at its ſtreams, 
And chill'd by cold water, doze ſpiritleſs dreams; 
No aid I'll invoke from a tea- drinking Muſe, 
But RO me Bacchus to toaſt the True Blues. 


Sing tantararara True Blue, 


— 
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| Wrong'd Nature to Newton from Dullneſs 


To Britain's chief kni 


(50) 


No man ſayin 9 raſh deeds 1 rehearſe, : 
Nor ſhall . on's ſighs ſadly whine in my verſe; 
To F riendſhip, to Freedom, this ſonnet is due, 
And F riendſhip and Freedom become a True Blue. 


appeal'd, - 
Mankind heenlighten'd, bright vifion reveal'd; 
All colours examin'd, and found upon view _ 
One chief, one unchang d, and he nam'd it True Blue, 


Kings, Stateſmen, and Patriots, illuſtrious chuſe 
The ſlant azure bandage, the mark of True Blues; 
ghthood the Garter is due, 
And that honour'd Ribbon is ſpotlefs True Blue. 


To furniſh, with Science, the ſons of the earth, 
ö the goddeſs of Wiſdom brought forth 3 8 
e ax own'd, were the brighteſt he knew, 
luftre, quoth Homer, is ſparkling True Blue. 


Inf e *. g, when Creation her bloſſoms reſumes, 
keld-flowers fill the rich air with perfumes ; 
What ſky-colour, tell me, the fun beſt looks through 's 


The atmoſphere's cleareſt when clouds are True Blue, 


To ſully that ſtandard each focial diſdains, 

The tint of True Blue bids defiance to ſtains ; 

On the breaſt of each Brother the Ribbon we view, 
Which ſhews, that at heart he is pure and True Bla. 


en Liberty ling' ring, Hibernia quits, 
And Honour to pes Obedience ſubmits; z 
Public Spirit to Ireland then bids adieu, 


25 Adieu, lads, to life then, en True Blue. 


( 31 ) | 
THE WINE VAULT: 


Tune, —The Hounds are all out. 


Ontented I am, and contented PM be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than alafs who will fociably fit on my knee, £5 
And a cellar as fociably ler d, 8 


My brave boys, 


My vault door is open, deſcend and improve, 
That Caſk, —aye, that we will try; 

Tis as rich to the taſte as the lips of your love, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. wy 


In a piece of ſlit hoop, fee my candle is ſtuck, 
will light us each bottle to hand; 
The'foot of my glals for the fe I broke, 
As I hate that a bumper thould Rand. 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhou'd be ſixod, © 
I gallop the bruſher along; 

Like grape-bleſſing Bacchus, che good fellow's God, 
And a Sentiment give, or a Song. | 


We are dry where we ſit, tho the ooaing drops den 
With pearls the moiſt walls to emboſs; 


From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in 2 5 taſte b 
Like ſtucco-work cut out of mo 


When the lamp is brimful, how the taper flame ſhines, 
Which when moiſture is wanting decay; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. | 


Sound thoſe Pipes, they're in tune, ——— TO 
well Ella, 
View that heap of Old Hock i in your rear; ; 
Yon bottles are Burgundy mark how rn 2 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review ; 


When I caſt my eyes round, I confider my cafks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 


Like Macedon's Madman, my glaſs III enjoy, 

pray; ys. hyp, gravel, or gout; ' 
1 4g = pal more worlds to deltroy, 1 
II — when my liquor is out. 


On their ſtumps ſome have fought, and as ſtoutly will I, 
reeling, I roll on the floor ; 

Then my legs mult be loſt, ſo I'll drink as I lie, 
| And dare the beſt Buck, to do more, 5 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic [Facet be cut on my ſtone ; 
But ou on my coffin a bottle of red, 

1 that His drinking is done, 

; | My brave * | 


A PASTORAL, 


Tune,—Deſpairing gs a clear Pram. 


Y the fide of a green ate pool, 
| Brick-duſt Nan ſhe fat ſcratching her head, 
#53 lack matted locks frizzl'd her ſkull, 
As briſtles the hedge- read; 
; The wind tols'd her +7424,” 98. pg 
5 Her aſhy-bronz'd beauties reveal'd ; 81 
1 A link-boy t to her, through the mud. 
[ =: 2p ipojed, flew over the field, _ _ 


As vermin on vermin delight, 
- As carriorr beſt ſuits the crow”s taſte, | , 


| Sobeggars and bunters unite, | a 
| And ſwine- like on dirt make a feaſt: * 


( 335 


To a Hottentot offals have charms, 4.2. 
| With garbage their boſoms they deck; 5 


She hilly de n'd her arms, 
He filthily l or on her neck. 


On her flabby breaſts one hand he vac, 

No towels thole breaſts ever t | 

I other fiſt grip'd her ſtays-wanting-waiſt, | Wa 
Like ladies, ſhe dreſs'd for her caſe: © 

Jack drew forth his quid, and he ſwore, 
Then his lower lip, charg'd to the ben. | 

He ſcoul'd, like a lewd grunting boar, 
And {quinting, ſhe leer d upon bin. M 41113 


« Oh, my love, tho'f I cannot well ja, - | | 
This plyer at eee began, | | 
& Not * s ſo ſweet to the chaw, 
As to kils is the lips of my Nan :” 4 
Oh ! my Jack, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, — 
And gave him ſuch rib-ſqueezing hugs 
In a duft-hole I'll cuddle with thee, 1 
dye, laat ne] though bit by the b.. | 


F ull as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
| To the ſouth of the "= eps lour'd, 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd ; ; W 
While hungry rats round them explor d, aH 
And cobwebs their canopy 2 £ 26li Jo 41 
Undaunted on litter they ſnor' d, | 5 
. Fatigu'd with Gt, drink, and ane. if 
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EXTRAVAGANZA, 
Tane,—Pan's ſong in Midas. 
OT one of the wiſe men, tho” ever ſo 


* * * * 


Can ſtop the heart's dancing, when fancy is 
flowing, | 


( 34 )- 
Dame Cen OP us, but quickly we'll breathe. 


And hi þ over earth, boys, break cover in Ether. 
: 4 * Toll, 10ll. 


How then ſhall we ** at each ſublunar ſyſtem, . 
And prove to ſtar- rs how much they have miſt” 'em; 
We'll hob-nob IR Satan, his cellar will charm us, 
And hand in hand run round his — to warm us. 


In tangents fly off, 3 | 

Aſk Majeſty's leave with his moons to ee 

r tain Mars call, from the Spheres get a tune, 
© North Stay a card, by the Man in the Moon. 


Oa om. 

With Demirep Venus then dance a cotillion ; 

Her They het — Veſper, you know their vocation, 
and ſet juſt like the ſtate of the nation, 


But now to talk more like a two-legg'd terreſtrial, 
e; we'll leave fancying this 22 celeſtial : 
7 — ſome dear girl her appointment was keeping, 
pat pat up ſtairs, you firſt heard her feet tripping, 


Or when 2 walk the ſilk gown comes 
| ruitling, | 
How each ſenſe is hurry'd, from head to heel buſthng ; 
Unbounded as mad expettation can fancy, 

_ *Tis pleaſures ſharp fury, Love's Extravaganzy. 


We fill up our time by full filling our glaſſes, 
And jollity laughing with love-looking laſſes; 


Our bumpers diſcharging, then charge to our wiſhes 
Preſent and give fire in vollies of kiſſes. 


But we'll have no more now of Roundelays rattling, 
Of chiming and rhyming, of tittling and tattling, 
This ſinging or ſaying may pleaſe, I don't doubt it; 
But here” $ to that mouth who makes no words about it, 


* TIME 


TIME! $ DEFEAT. 


— ſent on an Errand, Sc. 


O evening, Good Humour, took Wit as his gueſt, 
By Frendſlup invited to Gratitude's' feaſt; 
Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoſt, 1 

Laugh, 15 ong, and droll ſentiment, garniſh d each toaſt. 


While Freedom and Fancy enlarg'd the defign, © 
And dainties were furniſk'd by Love, Wit, and. Wine, - 
Alarm'd, they all heard, at the 2 a loud knock, 

A watchman hoarſe bawling, Tuas paſt, Twelve o Clack. 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 

And up air they brought the Impertinent, bound: 
When dragg d to the light, how much were they n 
Io ſee twas the grey-glutton Time they had ſeiz d. 


His Glaſs as his lanthorn, his Scythe as his Pole, 

And his ſingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth ſkull ;. 
My friends, quoth 3 panting, I thought fit to knock, 
And bid ye be gone, for *tis paſt Twelve o Clock. 


Says the Venom'd-Tooth'd-Savage, on this advice file 
Tho? Nature ſtrikes twelve, Folly ſtill points to fix; - 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear * 
So hurry'd him into a hogſhead of Claret. 


Mit obſerved it was right, while we're yet in chr fee, 
There is nothing like Claret for killing of Time; ” 
Love, laughing, reply'd, I am pleas d from my heart, ; 

He can't come and put us in mind we mult part. 


V intruder, rude Time, tho' a tyrant long known, 

By Love, Wit and Wine can be only Cenhrown 1 
If hereafter he's wanted on any deſign, | 
He'll always be found in a hogſhead of Wine. 


Since Time is confind to our Wine, let us n 

By this rule we are ſure of our Time when we drink ; 
Henceforth, let our glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
We re certain our drinking muſt now be well-tim'd, - 
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THE BRITON. 


Tune, you why wou'd wiſh to Gan ds Loſi. 


ROM the face of the Sun, ſee the miſts ner, 
F Reſplendent his beams brighten day; 
he highlands, the trees, and the hill-tops are —_ 
"Tis the pride of the year, it is May. 


The hare ſtarts away, puſs diſturb'd from her ſeat, 
Flies frighted, and doubles the wold. | 
How plaintive the ſheep their loud echoes repeat, 

- Becauſe not yet freed from the fold. 


Tis Liberty's language, the voice of the ſoul, 


T hroughout air, upon earth, in the ſea, 
From us unto where the moſt diſtant worlds roll, 
What animal wou'd not be free ? 


| Let us live while we're free; but when Liberty wanes 


Life is but impriſoning breath; 
As ſlaves ſhall we ſigh, or eſcape from our chains, 
And follow our Freedom to death. 


We dare, even dying, our birthrights defend, 
: Ourtaſt ſhall be Liberty's call ; 
Like Sampſon, we'll nobly exiſtency end, 
And our tyrants o'erwhelm with our al. 


Good ſubjefts will Government ever obey, 
Into air toſs Malignity's tale; | 

But Honour forbid Fraud ſhou'd cer come in play, | 
And England be ſet up to ſale. | 


While Will, without Law, ſcourges Gallia's coaſt, 
Let us, in our honeſty bold, 
Firſt drink the K1xc's health,——then add io the toaſt, 


N16 8 . to be ſold! 


£ove wilful needs wou'd be 


(9) 


THE r* 10. 


2 


* * 


Tune Fair baſſſe of er 9 Charne, 
777 Love, and Reputation, walk'd MILAN 


One ev ning out of t | 
They ſung, they laugh'd, they in a, 3 talk'd, 


"Tal night. came Aarklin 
3 
And ſmil'd at loſs of day, 
On her the kindred pair „%, | 
And loſt with her their way. | 


Damp fell the dew, the wind blew 
Al bleak the barren moor _ 
Acroſs they toil'd, when Love, grown bol 
Knock'd loud at Labour's door. 4 
Awhile within the red- roof d cot 
| They ſtood, and ſtar'd at Care, "4d b 
But long cou' — Np, 5 | . az} 
For Poverty ere. | hot 


' 


* 
4 — 


The Twain propos'd next morn to 
And travel diFerent ways; 21. 
Quoth Love, I ſoon ſhall find a heart, 
Mit went to look for Praiſe; 
But Reputation, ſighing, ſpoke, N 
„ Tis better we agree, 
« Though Love may laugh, and Wit may Joke, 
c Yet, friends, take care of me. A 


Without me, Beauty wins no Heart, 
& Without me Mit is vain; 

« If headſtrong here with me 2 part, 
« We ne'er can meet 

&« Of me you both ſhou'd take great care, 
«© And ſhun therambling plan; 

« No calling back, my friends, I'Il bear, 
& So keep me while you can.“ 


D 


(#7 


Love among the village youth 
Joes Fam to e x 
Enquiring for her brother, "Truth, 
But Truth was never found: 
She ſought in vain, for Love was blind, 
And Hate her guidance croſt; 
Tis ſaid, ſince Truth ſhe cannot find, 
bat Love herſelf his loſt. 


5 
— — — — 
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Tune,—The fobl tolo is wealthy is fure of a Brides 


| APILIO'the rich, in the hurry of love, 
Reſolving to wed, to fair Arabell drove; 
e made his propoſals, he begg'd ſhe wou'd fix, — 
What maid cou'd ſay no to anew Coach-and-f1x ? 


Well fuppole they were wed, the gueſts bid, ſupper done, 


The fond pair in bed, and the ſtocking was thrown : 
The Bride lay expecting to what this wou'd tend, 
Since created a wife, wiſh'd to know for what end. 


On the velvet peach oft, as the gaudy fly reſts, 


The Bridegroom's lips ſtopp'd, on Love's pillows, her 
ſts : | 


brea 
All amazement, impaſſive, the heart-heaving fair, 
With a ſigh ſeem'd to prompt him, don't ſtay too long there. 


arms, | 
He raptures rchears'd on her unpoſſeſs d charms. 
Says the fair one, and gap'd, I hear all you pretend, 
But now, for I'm ſleepy, pray come to an end, 


My love ne'er ſhall end, Squire Shadow reply'd, 
But ſtill, unattempting, lay ſtretch'd at her fide: 
She made feints, as if ſomething ſhe meant to defend, 


But found out, at laſt, it was all to no end. 


Round her waiſt, and round ſuch a waiſt, ciicling his 


Tho' the head may deſign, has its end in the tail. 


I had rather go up—lo old Pindar the groom 


( 39 ) 
In diſdain up from the impotent boy, 
She, ſighing, — there's an end af my joy: 
Then reſolw- this advice to her ſex ſhe ou d ſend; 
Neꝰ er to wed till they're. ſure they can — eo 


And which end is that? why the end which prevails, 
Ploughs, ſhips, birds, and ches are ſteer d by their — 
And tho' man and wife for the head may contend, 
I'm ſure they re beſt pleas d when they t end. 


The end of our wiſhes, the end of aur wives, 
The end of our loves, and the end of our 3 


The end of conjunction, twixt miſtreſs and — 


T'is time thoꝰ to finiſh, if ought L intend. od 3A 
Leſt ike a bad huſband, come to no end; | 
The ending I mean is what none will think wrongh * 
And that is, to make now an end of my _—_ : 


_— — - | a . 
CASTLES IN AIR. 
Tune,—The Lafs who wou'd know how to manage a man. 


FT was a wit, like a wit I'd preſunie, 
But no Muſe beckon down from the ſky : 


Bring Pegaſus out and I'll fly, 
Take a leap from the land, gallop atmoſphere oer, 


The man in the moon how he'll ſtare! | 
When 1 ſtart, for the pole, Il go off pad 
And clear ew. . in Air. ＋ 


Thoſe caſtles are built by a rept 8 EPR 4 ar 
aſe: 2 


Poor Fanity's babies the | 
Pale romiſo- in'd Ho as the architect; vo | | 
Th oo oct d by folks out of place. Te 


De 


{ 40 ) 
If the nod of a Courtier our cringin e 7 
Or bit by a ſmile from the fair, » 


Self uence {well'd, we N to took down, 
So look up to a Caſtle i in Hir. 


My country Ill ſerve, my conſtituents defend 
On their honour thus candidates ſwear : 

But faxt in their ſeat, wou'd you look for r friend, 
lle is loſt in a caſile of Air, | 5 


What man in his ſenſes of puffs wou'd be proud. 2 
Or covet the multitude's'/ſtare ? | 
What uſe have the ſhouts of Venality's croud? 


Buterefting a Caſtle in Air, 


As to Genius, or Learning, or Science ;—ſuch names 
Are frights to make fine breeding ſtare; 

Di ion at preſent ſuch title diſclaims, 

ey're ſaid to be Caſtles in Air. 


Wile men from the Eaſt—you indeed ev'ry day 
Can count out your orient glare: 25 
Hark forward ye NIRO Ds, a Nabob's your play, 
A Nazos's no Caſtlein Air. 


· Till Death ſhall us part, I'll be con ſtant I vow, 
© This, too oft, the phraſe of the Fair, 
But ſome Ladies ell are one cannot tell how * 


Not hetter—than Caſtles in Air. 


Till Death How appalling muſt that ſentence be? 7 

What looks then the proudeſt muſt wear ? 
When all the land left them, is fix feet by three, 
Their Caſtle—but out f the Air. 


Too late they perceive, that they've time milciapley 'd, 
"= i ROMO tar at, at, or only to ſtare; | 
That they've liv'd to their loſs, as each day was rer: d, 
Erefting new Caſtles in Air. 


The Crave—but too grave is not fit for our plan, 

Which is neither to doat nor deſpair: - ; 

While we live, let us live, making life all we can, 
T hen a fig for each Caſtle in Air. 


Fig: 11 nope Sw hiv Dun 25%.1 


REPENTANCE: 007 


T. 


Tas Res April when $I" s paint the * plain, ; 
AE difiates of Nature prove ſchool knowledge 
a | © 
« Does not Inſtintt beyountall the orators ſp cal ? 
« From their parts of ſpeech we'll not — ty one part, 
Our lips, without words, find the way to the heart. 


Thus as laſt night I ſung, with my laſs on my knee, 
Methought one below, hoarſe enquired after me,; 
We liſten'd and heard him, his breathing ſeem d ſcant, 
And up e he Repp'd, with aſthmatical Pant. 


The door op ning wide, ſolus enter d the ſprite, 1 
Black and all black his dreſs, ſable emblem of Night: 


His livid lips quiver'd, pronouncing my name, 
And, bead and ſtaff ſhaking, declar d me to blame. 


Repentance (quoth he) won't admit of delays, -- A 
J infiſt, 1 this moment, you alter your map! 37625 
As I ſtar'd at him, flily, my bottle I hid. Trae 
Then punctually promis d to do as he bid. - 


With unkerchief'd neck, ſr parkling eyes, and 1 hair, 
Her gown, fingle pinn d. burſt from cloſet my fair; _ 


yaY 


There ſhe fled when the fright firſt a EN in the — 


Then fell at his feet 1 in the health of Love's RW; 7 


So graceful ſhe knelt, and ſo tender her tone, £ 15 —4 
Then the ſent ſuch a Joo, Silver-beard was her own. 
1 ſaw his eyes twinkle, blood flatter d his face, 

He fondly, tho” feebly, eſſay d an embrace. 


J left them, and, juſt as I fancy'd, the churl 

Made a ſtrengthleſs attempt to rude with my girl: 
She ſhriek'd, I ruſh'd in as he ſtrove to eſcape, 

And the Watch took Repentance away for a rape. 


D 3 2 „ 14 j 


ta) | 
Ever ſince when we wanton in rapt'rous embrace, 
The reproach-bearing-wretch-dares not ſhe us his face: 
May each fond of each, thus enjoyment improve, 
Be henceforth Repentance a ſtranger to Love. | 


_ ü 


ELIXIR IL ARC ENT. 
gy nb r ind en [ 1) « 
Tune, Pretty Peggy of Windſor, 
HO with. puffs daily papers are cram'd, Sir, 
With, antidotes for ev'ry ail, 
III ſhew a ſpecific not ſham'd, Sir, 
A noſtrum which never can fail. n | 
The Drop and Pill, may heal or kil!, 
As Hoctors on Doctors have done; 
hut inug and ſure, to work a cure, Ents | 
Apply th' Elixir ! Argent. | . 
| ; FATTY 7 l 


For weak conſciences tis an Emetic; 
A Reſtorative for a loſt frame 
If fear gravels you, this D”retic 
Diſcharges each ſymptom of ſhame. | 
Like Achilles from Styx, no wound will fin 


When this Unguentum is on; $25.15 
_ © Nay, chuſe to anoint ev'n Juſtice's point, 
Tis blunt by Elixir (Argent. | . 


"Tis a Stiptic to ſtop maidens ſcruples, 15 
An Opiate makes Fuß x | 
"Tis a Le&ure where all men are pupils, | | 
Art and ſcience without it a jeſt. 

Be witty, be wife, win Learning's prize, 
This Recipe want you're undone: 
Merit vainly may ſtrive, no genius can thrive, 

But the genius who gets the P Argent. 


42) 0m: cn; pH 4 


His Honour demurs to a hearing, £5 
The Agent demurs to his plan, OE I yes 
The Witneſs demurs to his fwearing, 
And Madam demurs to her man: 


= 


| 
| 


( 4s )) 
Yet each ſick breaſt demurs digelt, '- 
Secundum artem they're gone, 


When a Quantum ſuf. is took of the ſtuff, 
Elixir nouveau de l Argent. 


When ſickneſs voluptuouſneſs ſeizes, 


The medical corps in 22 
Sword by ſide take the field 'gainſt diſcaſes, | 
And, Swils-like, give bane for pay. 
Nota work — Self, accepting dhe pelf, 
That leſſon the learned ne'er con, 
But faith we're flamm' d, we might dye and be damn d, 
But for our Elixir Argent. 


* 8 — "x... 


6 AMI N S. 
Tune; jp Virgins of Britain who wif. ly attend. 


AST night I attended at Robinhood's group, 
Doors five-minute-orators keep the thing 7 3 
here Politics, Phyſics, Wit, Humour, and Learning, 
May hear things to wonder at, paſt their diſcerning. 


Quoth a Speaker, applying a A own to his no, 915 
As ſlowly, like tragedy. ghoſt, he aroſe, | 
1 he Methodiſt Preachers began our ſeductian, 


And Gameſters and Gambling complete our . hp 


Young Knowell upſtarting, reply'd; with a ſneer, 

&« Mr, Preſident, really that gentleman's queer, 
« He rails againſt Gameſters, yet, this may be ſaid, © / 
He wou'd have been one, but he wanted a head, 


« And now I am up, and my minutes go on, 
« That I prove him a fool, why, I'll hold two to one. 
—— don' t know the things they're 
abuſing, 
„ What's all the world 2 but winning and loſing? 
4 


« Theſe 
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If our betters will play, and ae eſteem us, 


<—— ——— 
o 


We drink to the lucky, who hold longeſt in. 


(44) 
« I forgive all he knows, and I dare him to ſay, 
If he wou'd, or won'd not have the beſt of the lay. 
+« Honeſt people I love, but I never heard yet, | 
It was thought wrong to. have the right fide of a bett, | 


« Life's like Hazard-playing, we all wiſh to win, 5 
« And he muſt have luck, to be ſure, who throws in. 


Tis the Stateſman who ſets, his friends nick their 


laces, 


« And thote 'gainſt the court are ſuppos'd to throw Aces, 


« On the turf we perhaps may have Cunning's | 
--*  -» -afbſtance, 

« But Weſtminſter-hall gives Newmarket a diſtance : : 

* By croſſing and joſtling this land may be loſt, 

„And Liberty run on the wrong fide the poſt, +» * 


& I abjure each expreſſion wou'd hurt ladies fame, 
„But will they not all play the beſt of the game ? 
To be ſure trade's a virtue, and gaming a vice, 


« Yet fraudulent bankrupts are worſe than falſe 1 


« Cum Monitor ludit nos 
« Don't blame him who wins, rather laugh at the loſer, 
«© We only take Fortune from thoſe who abuſe her. 


« IF a Lord loves a Gameſter's life, is it abſurd 

« For a Gameſter to take up the life of a Lord ? 
« Whether Lord, or what elſe, tis a matter of mirth, 
% What ſignifies title, Sir, What are you worth ?”? 


The kammer went down, Knowell filent became, 
And henceforth we'll honour the beſt of the game : 
So here goes a Main, here the Caſter muſt win, 


wen 
* * 
* 


( 45 ) 


THE JOLLY s o 


ME Liberty, 3 boys, but we'll be LY 
Tho? Care kill'd a cat, what care 17 
. VI1 hold fix to four, only ſay done to me, 
Oe) a ders I have liv'ed, and PI oh | 


1.091 % bit Maat a1 Myr hee de- 
They ſent me to college, 1 didn't mind 1 
To teach me to preach and to pray; - f 
| I woudn't be hamm'd, I ſaw what they were aty 
* 1, So my eye upon all they can ſay. | 12A 


As to pulpit palaver, why, that's all a lfm, 
No ane) ſhall e'erdo forme ; 3 

I will, or I wont, a free agent I am, 8 
And III only believe what I ſee. 


lovers of Claret, aye, Claret's the thing, 
o drink it without any tax; 
I don't mind the bother bout Subject and King, 
But cuſtom- free hat s all J ax. 


If Clergy, and Commons, and Lords will but . 
Our national debts to pay off, - - | 
And let us free Gratis have women 8 wine, 
Why then we may do well enougn. 


In belt ints the Parl'ament - houſe then I'll toaſt, | 
GRBOR CE too, upon my bare knee; 
1 ler t care which fide, nor if none rule the 7 
50 P'vebut my fun and am free. 


But now they're ſad times, for our freedom is gone, 
Since we to bumbailiffs ſubmit; 

Bill o Rights! damn all bills, for the nation 's undone | 
By that ROE Warrant, a Writ, 
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„ 
We muſt be made ſlaves if they don't put a ſtop 


To Lawyers, the Jaftice, and all; 
For if in Old England we don't keep it up, 
Why then, to be ſure, it muſt fall. 


When I dye—but that's queer—and to think on't. is By 


So as to this ſiere, or that there, 
Let me go where I will, if my bottle is full, 
And I get but « girl, 1 dor't cafe, 


If Maſter Death thruſts himſelf into my pai, 
They tell me, he always makes free ; kk. 

I'll try if I cart tip old Boney a hum, 
If not, why, b Fortin he hums' me. 


As I told you before, Im rA think, - 
So I cannot a ſentiment give, 

However, my Souls, while we live Tet us dripk, 7 
Becauſe while we're drinking \ we live, Sh, 


My brave boys. 


19 DAY AND 10 NIGHT. 


Tune,—What a Blockhead'i is he who's raid to FOR 


UBy-F1xc#R'D Aurora, bur Lady of Light, 

From ſaffron robes ſhaking the laſt ſhade of night, 
Call'd Plabus, who bleſs d with his ſea beauty's boon, 
Slow awoke, Thetis vow'd, tas immenſely too ſoon. 


Above the horizon his beams, circling, ſpead 

The grey dappled clouds, fring'd tranſparent with red: 
The arr rich with the perfumes of May, 

While birds on the boughs chirp'd agd ſung in the day. 


Shall man, moſt oblig'd, offer leſs to that pow'r 
By whom he's endow'd, to enjoy ev'ry hour? 
Yes,—pride-born Ingratitademever will 


The thanks which are due for the gift of 7 To-day, 


| May all do the beſt thing they can do To-mght. 


(0 1] 
No,—To-morrow's the ching; To-morrow / Sloth, cries 
To-morrow's the ſhadow which ev'ry day flies; 
Death Yefterday call'd in his fools—and, To-day, 
Tis not fix to four but we're had the ſame way, 


We muſt laugh when we look on Time-killers diſtrefs, 
Who dreſs, dine, and daudle—dine, daudle, and dreſs ; 
In one ſenſeleſs. ſaunter dream Day and Night thro? * © 
In nothing to lay, and—in nothing to do. 
As for thinking To-day, tis abſurd to beginn: 
A head fine frizzur'd wants no finiſh within: * 
To-morrow's the wild-gooſe at which they take aim, 

A mouthful of moonſhine they get for their game. 
Let us, lads depend on Life's plain -· dealing plan, 
Not kill Time, but keep all ave white os —2 13.7% 
Day and Night too, our weleome to Beauty weill pay, 
Love equal expects both good_Night and good Day. 

To Night be my Tong then I honour its Haden 
Fall fertile, ye vapours, make Mothers of Maids ; 

To the end of each Day be our doings upright, 
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Tune, Guildford Stil. 
| Fi 21 am: W 4 
| F HEN Prudenee dectaims how time paſſes 11 
Cou'd we tempt Mr, Chronos 30 a 
While we're bump' ring a round of our faſſcss, 
We wou'd wait upon all he cou d- ſax 
But is it worth while through books. to toll. 
In troubling our heads how to think 7 


Thought ne er was deſigm d to puzzle the mind; 


Let us only mind how we drink. 


* 


-( 4% ) 


| There was Solomon, one of the wiſe kings, 


When paſt it, began to complain: 
He affected at laſt to deſpiſe things 
Becauſe his was labour in vain; 
But uſed to ſay, there's time to lay, 
To labour, to love, and'to ink ; . 
Let thoſe in their prime, remember the time, 
At preſent 'tis time we ſhould drink. 


A pox on Reflection, be jolly, 
f Difpaſſionate Cynics deſpiſe, 
Did you once Know the — ot "ua 
You never wou'd wiſh to be wiſe, 
1 ſcorn the plans ſobriety ſcans, 
From bumpers I never will ſhrink; 
By the buſy in trade, be cent. per cent. made, 
cus cent. 1555 cent. better to drink. | 
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FWR Flocks that 
PERRY had ſtray d. 


; delicate lovelies, with leave, I maintain 
2 here you may find; 
To — ies for Felicity's reign, 


you meet 99 deuaphtme mind. 


When Gratitude Friendſhip to Fondneſs unites, 
ray; 26mg} 4 endearments ariſe: 
Are GN by thoſe A Prey the eyes, 


Thoſe technical terms, in the ſcience of Love, 
Cold ichoolmenattempt to deſcribe, 

But how ſhould they paint what they never can prove? 
For — En not their tribe, | 


— 


(. 49 ) 


Of all the abuſe on enjoyment that's thrown, 
The treatment Love takes moſt amils, 


Is the rant of the coxcomb, the ſot, and the clown, 
Who pretend to indulge on a kiſs. 


The love of a fribble at ſelf only aims: 28 
For ſots and clowns—claſs them with beaſt. 


No fibre, no atom, have they in their frames, N 
T Fo reliſh fuch delicate feaſts. CF 


In circling embraces, when lips to lips move, 
Deſcription, oh } teach me to praiſe 
The Overture Kiss to th' Op'raof Love— 


But Beauty would laugh at the phraſe. 


Love's preludes are Kiſſes, and, after the play, 
They fill up the pauſe of delight: 
The rich repetitions, which never 15 
The Lip's filent language at night. 2 { 


The raptures of 8 can taſte, 
en ſympathies inſpire; | 
And while to enj oF unbounded, we latin 
© Theirbreath the coals of deſire. 


Again, and again, and again Beauty fips ; 
What feelings theſe . | 
When fleeting life's ſtopp'd by a kiſs of the lips, 
Then ſinks in a ſigh of delight. 


MOR AL 


Whilſt our glaſſes we kiſs, and we frolick at eaſe, 
Of Happineſs ne'er may we miſs; - | 

May we live as we liſt, may we kiſs whom we pleaſe, 
And may we till pleaſe whom we-kils, | 
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( 50 ) 
BARTLEME FAIR. - 


Tune,—Young Strephon he went t other day to the Nala 


HILE gentlefolks ſtrut. in their ſiver and ſattins, 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and 
| attens, 
As merrily Old Engliſh ballads can fing--o, 
As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling-o; 
Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 
Tho'f I will ſing nothing but Bartleme Fair-o. 


Here firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds driving, 

Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary ſtriving ; 

Here's fiddling and fluting, and ſhouting and ſhrieking, 

Fifes, 3 drums, bag: pipes, and barrow-girls 
ueaking. Ri | 

My rare round and ſound, here's choice of fine ware--o, 


- Tho all is not ſound fold at Bartleme Fair--0, 
Here are drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhewing of 


ures ; 3 8 
Plum-porridge, black · puddings, and op' ning of oyſters; 
The tap-houſe gueſts ſwearing, and gall'ry folks 

 . ſquawling, _. 26d 
Wich ſalt- boxes, ſolos, and mouth-pieces bawling ; 
Pimps, pick-pockets, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 
Bawds, bailies, jilis jockies, thieves, tumblers, and 


Here's Punch's whole play of the gunpowder-plot, Sir, 
Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge hot, Sir: 
Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the Black on the wire; 

The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire. 
The ups-and-downs, who'll take a ſeat in the chair--o ? 
There are more ups and downs than at Bartleme Fair-o. 


Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 


The chaiſe without horſes, and Queen of Hungary; 


* 


659 
The nec xc nde come, "who rides? come, whe! 


rides ? 

Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fite-eating beſides; 

The fam'd learned dog that can tell his letters, 

And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betters, 6 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble *mong gay 
things ; 

Our paſſions, ke children, are tem play-thingsz 

By ſound and byſhew, by tra by trumpery..,.. / 

The fal-lals of faſhion, and Frer. chify d frumpery. 

Life is but a droll, rather wretched than rate o, 

And thus ends the ballad of Bartleme Fair--o. 


RURAL FELICITY. 
Tune,—0n Market-day laſt, ＋ remender the time, 


ET court lovers pay adoration to crowns, 
That man is a monarch for me, 

Who chearful improves the few acres he "owns, 
Unenvying, induſtrious, and free, 


At night, in high health; from his labour he reſts, 
His houſhold fit round i in a row, 
Wife, children, and ſervants, domeſtical gueſts, 
Suctrcirctes in town can ye-thew? © 


He ſmiles on his babes, as ſome ſtrive for his knee, 
And ſome to their mother's neck cli 

While play ful the prattlers for place dilagroe, 
The — with their ill trebles ring. 


Thoſe Cynics who brood o'er a ſingle life's ſpleen 
The offspring they have dare hot.own, \ 

But happy-wed' pairs can enjoy the fond ſcene x 
To you ye unknown. | 


His 


But lau — * not too long, rather aim to be wiſe, 


650 
;s dame he good man of the houſe thus addreſs'd :— 


Twas o with us when we were young 5 | 
Her hand within his he with gentleneſs preſs d, 
While ſentiment prompted his tongue. 


tat ag nomry eee ö 


. How fearful I firſt came to ao: 
T hope that theſe boys will as true-hearted þ 
And gur laſſes, my dear, look, like you. 


A tear of joy farting, he kiſs'd from her check, | 


Love gratefully glowing her face, 
Too full her fond heart, not a word cou'd ſhe bel, 
But, ſighing, return d his embrace. 
Tis by ſuch endearments aſſection is ſhewn, 
In filence more nobly expreſs'd, . 8 


Than all the cant phraſe, the Bon Ton of the town, 
Where Love is a Monmouth: ſtreet gueſt, f 


Go on ye high births, and pretend to deſpiſe 


Thoſe ſcenes which to you are unknown; 


compare ſuch a life with your own. 


Vain jeſters be mute, I'll a ſentiment give, 
A toaſt which eſteem will not ſcorn ; 


May Ang who can taſte them, Love's kiſſes receive, 
meet a return. | 


* . 


THE r OPE K. 


F lads of true foirit pa pay en to claret, 
Releas'd from the trouble of thinkinly'; gs it 
A fool long ago ſaid, we nothing cou'd — | 


La fellow knew nothing of drinking. 


= 


( .53 4) 
To pore over Plato, or praiſe with Cala, 


paſſionates, dunces might make us; 
But men now more wile, ſelf- denial deſpiſe, 
And live 155 the lefon of Bacchnis, © 


Gravely ſmell on his cane, ap 
And count the repeats wit | 

As he holds pen in hand, Life and death's'at a Rand, 
A toſs-up which party will take us; 

Away with his cant, no preſcription we want, 
But the nouriſhing noſtrums of Bacchus. 


We jollily join in the praRtice of wine, 
While miſers midſt millions are pining; 2 

While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are * 
We laugh at wealth, winching and ae 

Drink, drink, now tis prime, toſs a bottle to Tine, 2 
He'll not- make ſuch haſte to o'ertakeus ; 

/ : His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement. 

By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. | 


What work there is made, by the newſ papertrade, 
Of this man and Cache man's RabEne ; 
\ The Ins are all bad; and the Outs are all ad," * 
In and Out is the ery of the nation. * 
The politic patter which both parties chatter, SED ITIZY 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake „ 
With half pints in hand, independent we'll fand, 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


By your motion w_ tim'd, you' re charg 'd and you re | 
rim? 
Have a care !—Right and left, and make ready— + 
Right hand to glaſs join—at lips reſt the wine—* - 
But be in your exercife ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toaſt, 
May graciouſly they undertake us; * 
No more we deſire, ſo drink and give fire, 
And volley to Beauty and Baccuvs. 
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THE TIMES. 


Tune, Once on a" time, ———— 


G people all both great and ſmall, 

And eke, and aye, and alſo; 

Pray lend an ear, and you ſhall hear, 
And then I need net bawl ſo. 

There was a time, hen times were good, 

* The ancient Bard in thyme ſings; 

So uſe time well, 'tis time we ſhould, 
We ſhould fo, did we time things. 


But ont of time and out of tune, 

We helter ſkelter go fort; 
Sometimes too late, ſometimes too ſoon, 

. e lack-a- day, and ſo forth. 

ve great folks the greateſt 

he can afford to father em, 
But ſo — are the times, 

We're guilty, onnium Butler. 


Fox-hunting, boldly bucks embrace, 

But ſportſmen of diſcernment, . 
Abroad will.chufe a Nabob's chace, 

Or hunt at home preferment: 

To huat the Stateſman, who's in play, 
When Patriots caſt-about, Sir, 

A penſion ſtops the hark-away, 
And ſo the field's flung out, Si 


In ſuch place-tempting times as 144. 
Upright be our intentions; 
Ill fare the loon who firſt took fees, 
And him who firſt paid penſions. 
Tet finecures we'll not abuſe, 
Nor their illuſtrious-givers, 
We quarrel now, oauſe We can't chuſe 
ho ſhou'd be the receivers. 


. 


( 33 ) 

Dear Eng! Ii fieien' and country-Folks, ©" 

= As ive yourſelves uneagnels, . 
Nor mind M the flouts, the ſhouts, the Sls, 

But only —_— your bus'nefs. 
Wou'd one mind one, the ki | 
And work within, his — troughs Wks; 
At home he'll End enough to do, 
And not undo the nation. 


So to conclude, and make an end, d 
Of this nice- diction d ditty, | 2 
Indeed 'tis time, the times 'ſhou'd mend, 
In country, court, and city, OE 
For our good Queen our fong we'll leg — 314 
May ſhe ne'er wake. nor {leep ill; 
And next, my lads, God blels the Kings 
And all his faithful people, 
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AD "INFINITUM. 
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Tune,—Which nobody c can _—_ 


VS — E23 „ „ o+-aXa U— - << oo +a 


INCE Life's but a let us follow this rule, 
There's nothang.ſo „eee ant as playing the F, 

In town we may * as well as at ſchool, 

Which nobody can deny. 


The world turns about, the ſame things o'er and o'er; : 
We fool it; our forefathers feol'd it . 
They did What we do, which our ſons will n, 


Life's but a half holiday, lent us to ſtare; 
We wander, and wonder, in Vanity's fair; 
All baby- like bawling for each bauble there. 


If denial ſhou'd follow a io vers re queſt, 
Like a tooth. cutting child, he's —— 
Till the Chit by his deary is huſh'd to her breaſt. 


- 


”S a 


in 4 
When diſcontents dare againſt court-ſervice riot, 
The Miniſter, nurſe-like, prepares proper diet; 


They've penſions for pap, then the urchins are 5 


We, chidren-like, covet the glitter of gay things, 
Make racquet for ribbonds, and ſuch ſort of play-things; 
Which we cannot have tho without we can ſay thmgy. 


But before we can ſay, we ſhould ſee bow things-go, 
If the market is high, or majority low, 
Then, juſt at the ſelling-price, give Yes, or Noe” 


We take, or are all in our turns taken in; 
The world, to be ſure, tis a ſhame and a fin, 
Might ſoon be mach better, —but who will begin? 


* ch age has its folly, ours is diſſipation, _ 
| ng—but why all this dull declamation?, © 
If woken? 'd, we'll drink to the ſtrength of the nation. 


owing things wrong, Sir, which way ſhall we right emt 
is Tafte to hear good things, tis tafly to {light 'em ; 
11 was is, and will be fo, . 


8 
Which nobody can deny, 
| 05 enter 
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HE town's a raree-ſhew, ſome 65. | — 

A rare ſhew for projectors: g 

What pity tis, we ſpoil the pl E255 2 
For Ax of . 7525 „ 

But ſometimes in, and ſometimes out, 5 "4 
'Tis ſo upon all ſtages; 

Folks will not mind what G eee irh 
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Pert Dullneſs is miſtook for Wi, Ry Ft 5 f 


And drink from night to morning. 


( 57 ) 
the imitative arts, 
Chief is an actors ſcience; | 5 
Exp reſGve heads and felling heats} 12 
W ith nature form alliance. 
Behind the ſcenes, tho“ Party rage, 
Caprice, and Adulation, a 
With Slander—but we know the Stage 
Shou'd repreſent the nation. rt [252 ORR 


A repreſentative indeed ʒaʒ- 
As players make believe, Sir, I GIOTERD #18 Þ 
In this world's drama, to ſucceed,” 
as you can deceive, Sir. 

You may be caught, by face or dreſs, - 
fore you come to know folks | 

But then the counterfeits confeſs, - | r 
They're all- but only Chew-folks, 3 


Moſt aim great characters to hit, 
Pride ſpouts as public ſpirit, . 


- 
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And Silence want of Merit. 


Some ſtudy the Informer's arts e 


Then Power their ſide eſpouſess 


Som play the pimps, and flatterers parts, 
In hopes to have full houſes, 


We title this ſame droll we ſhew, 
The Humours f the Nation — 
Extremely high, extremely low, | 
Endemic en; ans | 11 
The World - that word we mean, 
Is ſelf and ſelf's a ole, | 
buſy, lazy, lottery ſcene, Wo beer 
Where Folly fills up prizes. „ 
Whate'er we think, whate er we . | | 
Whate'er we are rſuing, 104 
Is o'er and oer the {el felf-ſame play 4 HE: 
Of doing and undoing. 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 
Lill duſt to duſt returnin 
So let us ſprinkle well our * 


AS. 


innig zt mR. 
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THE CONNOISSEU Rs. -: 
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Tune,—Maſts al. 


JO excel in Bon Ton both as genius and eritie, 56 
a And be quite the thing, Sir, mmenſe, ſcientific; 
On all exhibitions give ſentence by uels, # 
Wich ſhrugs and ſtolen phraſes that ſentence expreſs. - 
h Sing tantararara Taſte all, 


The money you ſquander your judgment confirms, 
You need not know ſcience, repeat but the terms. 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor 
Do but pay that's enough for a true Connoiſſcur. 


As to Shakeſpeare, or Purcell, why you may allo . 
They were well-enough once—but they uili not do now 
Admit Newton's clever, juſt clever,. — that's all; 
And formerly, faith, we might fancy Wiite-hall, 


When lord of the feaſt, midſt your paraſite group, 
You're the ſlave of conceit, and low forgery's dupe. 
All artiſts (but Engliſh ones) praiſe and procure, 

By your band of bear- leaders you're dubb'd Connoiſſeur. 


For words, when you're loſt, fill the blank with grimace, 


. 


And pantomime ſcorn by your power of face, 
If Merit dares ſpeak, and he's known to be poor, 
Knock him down with a bett, then your triumph's ſecure, 


With high-varniſh'd maſters, and bronz'd buſtos grac'dy 
Your houſe, like a toy-ſhop, is lumber'd in taſte, 

All, all are antiques, Ciccroni procures, | 

For who dares deceive ſuch compleat Connoiſſeurs ? 


The worth of a man, ſay the wiſc, is his pence: 
e ſaid fo, and ſo it will centuries hence. | 
hen money's the thing; the grand pimp that procures, 
Full work for the 9 forms Ee 
N Sing tantarara taſte; all. 


(59 Þ 
HERE GOES 


x 


Tune, — To figh or complain. 


ME care-turing Mirth from Wit's bower fartiz 
| Bring Humour, your brother, along, 
Hoſpitality's here, and Harmony near, 

To chorus droll Sentiment's ſong. 


In comedy trim, Jule, Geſture, and Iy him, 
With trios will keep up the ball; 
By order of Tate, we open the fcaſt 
Of Fri ß in Liberty- Rall. 
Who'll preſident be P—Unanimity, ſee 
He's order'd to fit as our hoſt ; 
My lord Common Senſe, with pains and expence, 
a Introduc'd him to give out the wall 


Tho ſcandal we hate, only good we hold great, 
Nor any for title's-ſake praiſe; | 
Unworthy's that name, no merit can claim, 
But what genealogies raiſe. | 


In this Anne Dom. we would felicity ſee, 

| I'll demonſtrate how eaſy we cou'd : 
Change fault-finding elves to mending ourſelves, 

Then things might ſoon be as they ſhow'd. 


Some wives read their mates, curtain- lecture debates, 
And wonder they're nat underſtood; 

The huſband's perplex'd, and the lady is vex'd, 
Cauſe every thing's not as it ſhou'd. 


If penſion, or place, is the giſt of his grace, 
Refuſal wou'd be over-nice, 
Plumb- pudding on board, and preſs'd by my lord, 
Vho wou d not come in for a ſlice ? 


6 


Corruption's the cry, 1 runs high, 
et who can help! to ſee, 

Tho · Factions ſo big—Amboo Tory and Whig, 

it In one part both parties agree. | 

1 For the kingdom of man, diviſion's the plan, 

1 By the laws of the Cyprian court, 

| - The ladies muſt yield, when our ſtandard we weild, 

[| *And what we advance they ſupport. I 


Fora bum rl call, —Here's the Swereign of All, 
The ſpring from which all honour flows, 
From thence we all came, ſo we go to that ſame, f 


£9 Here's to it, and to it, Here goes. 
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DICK AND DOLL 
Tune, — Im like a fkiff on the ocean toſs'd. 


S dne bright ſummer's ſultry day, 

For ſake of ſhade I ſought the grove 
1 Thro' thickſet-hedge, on top of hay, | 
* I met with mutual love: | 
A youth with one arm round his pretty girl's waiſt, 
On ſmall ſwelling breaſts he his other hand plac d, 

While ſhe cry'd Dick be till, | 
Pray tell me what's your will? 


; & come (quoth Dick) to have ſome chat,” 
E And cloſe: to her's, his lips he ſqueez d; 
* I gueſs (cries Doll) what you'd be at, 
« But now I won't be teaz'd,” . | 
| | She ſtrove to riſe up, but his ſtrength held her down, 
1 She calFd out for help] and petition d the clown, | 
« O Dick, dear, let me riſe, 
The ſun puts out my eyes. 


« I'll tear your ſoul out! Lord! theſe men, 
& If ever——well—l won't ſubmit. 4 
« Why? what? the devil !—Curſe me then 
6 You'll fling me in a fit,” 
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Down, like a bent lily, her head dropp'd aſlant. 
Her eyes loſt the day-light, her breath became _ 


And, feebly, on her tongue 
Expiring accents hung, 


The chorus birds ſung o'er their heads, 
The breeze blew ruſtling thro the grove, 
Sweet ſmelt the hay, on new-mown meads, | rote 
All ſeem'd the ſcene of Love. | 
Dick offer'd to lift up the laſs as ſhe lay, 
A look, full of tenderneſs, told him to ſtay; 
« So ſoon Dick will you go? 23 < 
« I wiſh——dear me!—heigh ho!” * 


Vibrating with heart-heaving fi hs, 
Her tucker trembling to and fro”, | 
Her crimſon'd cheeks, her gliſt'ning eyes, 
Proclaim'd poſſe ſſion's glow. | 
Dick bid her farewell, but ſhe, languiſhing, cry 4. 
As wanton ſhe play'd by her Fallen ſhepherds lde; 
«© A moment! pray fit ſtill, 
Since now you've had your will.” 


& Lord! {cries the girl) you haſty men, 
Of love afford but one poor proof; 

4 Our fowls at home, each ſparrow hen, 
Is ten times better off, —_ _... 

6 No! that you ſhou'd not, had I known your deſig ign, 

6 But, ſince you've had your will, pray let me have mine; 


4“ So, once more, e'er we rife, 
Do, dear Dick, ſave my eyes.” 


3 * — 
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A SIMPLE PASTORAL. 
To a very ſimple Tune of Chat now; is coming. 


URORA, lady gay, hides her FT in nn N 

A Budding blanching May, whitens ne 
uſhes. | 

See the clouds tranſparent, —ſee the ſunſhine riſing 

London K 0 1 n 1 thi furpiiing 
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1 
See the ſturdy ſwains, trenching-ploughs are holding: 
Some on pebbly plains, laſt night's pens 2 2 
How the ſwine- yards woo !—how the herds are lowing! 
While the pigeons coo, barn- door fowls are crowing, 


Here are Flora's dreſſings, airfll'd perfume here is, 
Here Pomona's n the gifts of Ceres. 


Hark! the tinkling rills,—and the bubbling fountains ; 
Caſcade o'er the hills, —tumbling down the mountains, 


See! at welcome wakes, ſhew-folks fi re- eating; | 
While, with ale and cakes, 7ack his Girl is treating. 
Hark ! the diſtant drum, —laſſes all look frighted; 


But, when ſoldiers come, girls how you're delighted! ? 


Night her ſhutters cloſing, all the village ſtill is, 
Save where, unrepoſing, Captain calls on Phallis : 
While ſhe lets her ſpark in, ſhooting ſtars are ſailing, 
Farmer's dogs are barking, —comets dreadful trailing. 


For to ſcholars thinking, omens muſt be telling; 
Whether worlds are ſinking, or if waiſts are ſwelling, 
But, my lads and laſſes, mind a friend's adviſings, 

Let us fill our glafſes—to our falls and riſings. 


THE CABAL. 
T une,—Long time with the Graces fair Venus, c. 


| HY ſhou'd you, loy'd Senſible, ſhou'd you be pale, 
' The portrait of Grief you appear; 


You look like yon lily that droops in the vale, 
With my lips let me wipe off that tear. 


Diſdain a reply to Malignity's tongue, 
Let Patience to Clamour ſubmit; 
It is better that Slander ſhou'd ſay you was Wrong, 
Than that you the wrong ſhou'd commit. 


— 


( 63 
The Atheiſt, if really ſuch madmen exiſt, 
Belief will delirious decry, 


In Infidel doubtings pretend to perſiſt, 
What they cannot conceive they deny. 


Thus ſome of your ſex, old and ugly, will rail, A 
Like Atheiſts all goodneſs they doubt. 
Inſiſting men may o'er all beauties prevail, 
Becauſe themſelves could not hold out. 


You muſt pardon the cry, think not ſtrange what I ſay,” 
They mercy from you muſt receive ; 
Be it known to your tenderneſs, tis the world's way, 
Who injure will never forgive. ' | 
Smile, ſmile, and ſmile on, let day beam on your face, | 
To oblivion be Obloquy hurl'd ; i Ei wt 
By the beſt you're belov's, thou fair figure of Grace, 
So laugh at the reſt of the world, Se 


- 
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THE QUESTION. 
Tune,—To pleaſe me the more, and to change the dullſtenes | 


8 Twelve has ſtruck, wherefore pray all 
tis fuſs? 8 
Next time twill ſtrike leſs, what are hours to us ? | 
Let theſun rule the day, and the moon mark the night 
Without rules, or ſchools, ſure we know when we're 
The inf'rence from hence which I draw, but firſt drink, 
A bumper's the beſt preparation to think: 8 
I infer, nay affirm, and with me you muſt join, 3 5 
Life's not life without love, love's not love without 
Wine, 5 


Es 
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1 This truth I'll maintain, thus maintaining my pot, 
And give in this bumper a truth for my toaſt, — 
I'm ſure to be pledg'd by each laſs- loving youth, 
Here's a bruſher, my bucks, to the fam'd naked Truth, 


At firſt we are into this world pull'd and teaz'd; 
At our getting, Papa and Mama may be pleas'd ; 
But as to us babes, Nature's multiplication, 
Begot for diverſion, we're born in vexation. 


We are fools in green youth, mankind ripe into 
knaves, 


Grey heirs turn to money, or miſtreſles flaves 3 ; 
To our burial from birth, paſſive objects of Fear, | 
Keep the door ſhut, and — t let that Scrub {lip i in here. 


Let III-will abuſe us, Hypocriſy bawl, 

Vain-zeal the cry join, we join 1 gainſt them all: 
Self. denial may ſermonize, Temperance teaze, 

We live as we like —let them live as they pleaſe. 


Our voyage is 8. Pleaſure, Hope hoiſts up the ſail, 
Our pilot is Inſtinct, Deſire the gale; 

To Beauty we're bound, we've Bacchus on board, 
Our guns by Love loaded, Emoyment's the word. 


* 


—— —— — — — — — 
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THE SONGSTER's . HORN-BOOK. 
Tune,—Ally Croker, 


REAT A was alarm'd at B's bad behav'our 
Becauſe he refus'd C, D, E, F, favour ; 
G, got a huſband, with H, I, K, and . 
M, marry be Mary, and ſcholars taught ſpell, 


Abcdefghiklm, &c. 


It went hard at firſt with N, O, P, and Q, 
With R, S, T. fingle and alſo double U. 
With X and Y it ſtuck in their gizzards, 


Till they were made friends by the two crooked | 
Izzards, 


( 65.) 
This A, B, C, tho' ſo little it is thought about, 


Each change i in the world, by its power has brought 
about: 


*Tis the ground- work of * Wiſdom, of ns the key, 
Sir, 


What can a man know, who don't know A, B, C, Sir? 


Some fiddlers, in dreſs, pretend to ape their betters, 


They had better mind their Horn- book, and fac all 
their letters ; a 


Their knowledge now no farther goes, from A BC Sir, : 
To the four more letters call'd, D, E, F, and G, Sir. | 


As to words tis not worth while to mind their prociiens - 


If we thro? the Gamut can run a divilion ; 
The annals of England, to our ſhame, will tell ye, 
That Newton was nothing to fine Farinelli. 


How raviſhing that ſwell! what ſweet fmphonina p? | 
4: Cantabilis ? what tafte ? Al-rrara divina tl 

O chi guſto the voice of 9250 Suſtinuti, | 
M tonic the language of Tace titti tutti. 


As inſets will cluſter round full of honey, 
Imported illiberals ſwam for poll mo 


ney : 
Senſe is ſcar'd off by ſound, and traſh over taſte 1215 
Only ſhew tis ſucceeds now, O Tempora, 0 A 0+ 1 


This ABC excule without Ceremoni, 

My hoarſe voice and harmony is not Uniſon: - 

If 3 you cenſure my ſinging, for cenſure is free, Sir, 
As a nn remember, I'm but in A B C, Sir. 


Abedef ghiklng&, 


. COMMON 


( 66 ) 
COMMON SENSE. 


Tune, — One morning young Roger accofied me thus. 


NE night having nothing to do—nor to drink, 
O I began a new practice, and that was to think; 
What my ſubject ſhou'd be, kept me ſome time in doubt, 
I conſider d, at laſt—what we all were about. | 


Such frauds and fuch fractions, ſuch follies, ſuch fictions, 
Such out-of-door clamours, and in contradictions; 
What muſt this be owing to? why ? or from whence ? 
What is it we want ?—why, we want Common Sen ſe. 


O yes! who can tell us where Common Senſe dwells? 
Does it burniſh gold roofs, or ſtrew ruſhes in cells? 
Does it beam in the mine? does it ſwim in the ſea ? 
Does it wing the wild air ? does it bloſſom the tree? 


If folks wou'd accept Common Senſc as their gueſt, 
With Meum and Tuum at home they'll be blels'd ; 
Not lunatic lacqueys run mad up and down, 

Nor mind any buſineſs but what was their own, 


But which-is the way to find Common Senſe out ? 

She feaſts not on turtle; cuts in at no rout ? 

Get the tub cynic's lanthorn, we won't mind expence, 
But look by its light, till we fpy Common Senſe. © 


If chance ſhe is ſeen, tho' for fear we miſtake her, 
She's natively neat, like a lovely young Quaker: 
Pure Beauty, deſpiſing falſe Drapery's aid, 
And Common Senfe ſcorns all pedantic parade. 


Let us firſt call at Court, but, perhaps, we intrude, 
*Twas told ſo by Miſs Afefation, the prude ; 
There Faſhion forbids the free uſe of the mind, 
What can Common Senſe lay in a place fo refin'd ? 


( & ) 
Then at Church! to be ſure, Common Senſe there ſuo- 
ceeds, os by 
Unleſs Superſtition ſhould choak it with weeds: 
And tho' Infidelity dares a pretence, That 
She's eaſily vanquiſh'd by plain Common Senſe. 


When I mention'd the Church, you expetted at leaſt, | 
In the common-place mode, ſome {tale joke gainſt a 
That a laugh I ſhou'd raiſe, at the Clergy's 

But he who wou'd wiſh it, muſt want Common Senſe. 


As to Trade, no accounts can be well kept without her, 
| Yet ſtock-jobbers ſay they know nothing about her; 
Bear witneſs *Change-alley—the Omniums declare, 
Common Senſe ſhall for ever be under Par there. 


Come, I'll give you a toaſt, if I give no offence— 
Here's the ſenſitive Plant, and the Root Common Senſe. 
Here's Love's magic Circle, which all ſenſes binds, 
And Delicate Pleaſures to Senſible Minds, | 


A FORE-CASTLE SONG. 
Tune,— How happy cou'd I be with either, 


O you ſee, as afailor, I'll heave off 
A bit of a ſong in my way, 13 
ut, if you don't like it, III leave off, 
I ſoon can my bawling belay: 
Odd Lingos Muficianers write in, | 
Concerning Flats, Sharps, and all that; 
We Seamen are ſharp in our fighting, * 
And as to the Frenchmen, they're flat. 


Outlandiſh folks tickle your ears 
With ſolos, and ſuch fort of ſtuff, _ 
We tars have no more than three cheers, 
Which French folks think muſic enough, 


, 
e 


* @- * 


* 
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Through Canada loudly 'twas rung, 
Then echoed on Senegal's ſhore, 

At Gaudaloupe merrily ſung, + 
And Martinique chorus'd Encore, 


At Havre we play'd well our parts, 
Tho” our game they pretended to ſcoft, 
For trumps we turn'd up Engliſh hearts, 
They threw down their cards and ſheer'd off: 
They have met with their match now they feel, 
heir firffling and cutting we check; | 
They were lurch'd at Crown Point, and loſt Deal, 
And faith they got flamm'd at Quebec. 
\ 


Our muſic gave French ſolks the vapours, 
It took an odd turn on Conflans; 

We knew they were all fond of capers, 
Sao let up an old Engliſh dance: 
*Twas Britons flrike home that we ſounded, 

By the {1-2ngth of that tune they were trounc'd, 
The 77didols looking confounded, 

While Hawke, faith, their feather-heads pounc'd; 


Our inſtruments always do wonders, 

From round-tops we give ferenades; 
Our Organs are twenty-four pounders, 

Our Concerts are briſk cannonades: 
For cooks, thof the French folks are neater, 
. - Our meſles they never can beat 
Our diſhes have ſo much ſalt 
And as to our balls they're forc'd- meat. 


God bleſs our King George, with three cheers, Sirs, 
And God bleſs his Conſort, Amen, | 

In paſt times we've drubb'd the Mounſeers, Sirs, 
For paſtime we'll drub them again: 

There's one thing I have more toſay,—Tho' 
Beyond ſeas, my boys, we'll o'ercome, 

If you'll-give Old England fair play tho, 
And keep yourlclves quiet at home. 


THE 
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T H_ E' | WOT Ns, 


Tune. I ever fhou'd know, and that knowledge inert. 


HAT the world is a ſtage, and the ſtage is a ſchool, 
Where ſome ſtudy knaves parts, and ſome play 
the ſool, | 
Was ſaid, and again ſo we ſay; 

For as the world's round, and rolls round about, 

Old faſhions come in, and new faſhions 80 out, 
As vanity dreſſes the play. | | ' | 


Do not ſeriouſly think of theſe whimſical times, 
But ſing or ſay ſomething in whimhfical-rhimes, — 
6, * world's a} a whim, and all that; 
I mean not the world which revolves on the poles, 
But the animal world, that's made up of odd ſouls, 
The {ons and the daughters of chat | 


For a new exhibition their portraits we'll - | 
And pen and ink likeneſſes ſketch if we can, 
Where all may their ſemblances — 
Tho folks of fine breeding, immenſely re 
heir own faces finiſh, with rouge and het kite : F 
So leave no employment for me; . 


Let us tenderly take off thoſe maſks, and their Cures | 
Attempt, by expoſing ſuch caricatures 
In Impartiality's hall; 
But if the gall'd ſinner ſhou'd wince at a Res, +6] 
And cry,“ Curſe the fellow !—the piQture's not mine,” 
 _ The prime-ſerjeant painter I call. 


Come, Satyr, a off me, my project is new. * 

The demi-beaſt, grinning, his range of reeds blew, 
And this was his ſymphony's ſong :— . 

& Shou'd I ſing of theſe times, or in proſe or in verſe, 

6& Weak things, but not wicked ones Iſhou'd rehearſe, 
A IP betwixt Few and N 


4 
5 — 


- 


—_— 
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« This æra is much too inſipid for me, 
« Futility's only in practice I ſee, 7 
% Unworthy one ſtroke of my Iaſh; 
« The faſhion is Folly, let Folly go on, 
« To ſhew Senfe ſubſides, and true taſte to Bon Tos, 
« And Genius is baniſh d for Traſh.” 


Diſdain frown'd his brow, redd'ning Rage his eyes caſt, 
Contempt o'er his countenance ſpread as he paſt, 
No more Diſſipation he'll ſchool. 
We'll be quite the thing then, as life's but a toy, 
A bubble in Which we can enly enjoy 
The pleaſure of playing the fool. 
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THE SCURVY. 


Tune. Fer Phabus ſiall peep on the freſh budding fow'rs, 


VE tempted to err, ill betide the ſad time, 
Ye modern wives pity her fall, | 

Since we her ſons ſuffer grandmamma's crime, 
The Scurvy has tainted us all, | 


Toicurb the contagion which putrifies here, 
In vain have the faculty try'd ; 

Its peſtilent ſymptoms offenſive appear 
In vulgar eruptions of pride, 


For all pride is low, tis a cancerous brain, 

* A poornels or foulneſs of blood; 

The want of ſound ſenſe renders wretches inſane 
Who are lifted above what they ſhou'd. 


Epidemic prognoſtics appear in each ſtate, 

1 Pi He CE ed 

Who ſcurvily ape ihe odd air of the great, 
And fancy ill breeding is talte, 
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But when their high mighty ſuperiors ae. 
The malady takes a new turn; pf 
As abjectly then the baſe ſcurvy things crouch, - Tg 
As before they were bloated with ſcorn, 


With art its the ſcurvy of appears, 
When comates they coldly comment ; 
Nay, oft it breaks out in illiberal ſneers, 


And poiſons the fame of a friend, 7 


Shou'd Genius a viſit to Greatneſs preſume, 
He's ſcurvily offter'd a chair; 

Diſdain marks the things in the viſiting-room, 

Who wonder the fright ſhou'd come there. 


roud, if you pleaſe, ye gay groups of conceit, 
ma flatter, 1 2 — 2 — 15 
We know what ye feel, what ye pay for each — . 


And we know Wo- dare not 


With unmeaning gaze pamper'd Wealth wheel'd al 
With the ſcurvy e ſwell'd, Er. 


Took the ſnuff of contempt — the more worthy throng, 
By whom he's with pity beheld. 


Come, meek-ey'd Humility, lend me thy hand, 
Humanity deign me thy ai 

Inſtruct me, that I may myſelf underſtand + 
Not to ſcorn thoſe my MaxEr has made, 


— — — rr 
T HE DAAD 
Oz, Il KNOW WHO. © 


Tune, — io Auſtria and Ruſſia, F. rance, Flanders and 
Pruſſia. 
 COLEOPATRA the gay, as old ſtories declare, 
2 Put Mark Anthony oft to the rout: Eu 


That the lover was fond, and the lady was fair, | 
No modern among us will doubt, 


* 
1 
Ara ae = 


- 

1 ' 

: 

: 8 
4 
4 

: 

* 
* 
f 
$ [ 
i2 
% 

3 

1 
= 

= 
2 : 

3 
23 
* 

7 4 
* 

Z 

- 
iz 
i 8 by 
4 
Ls q 1 


4 
But yet I inſiſt 
Our own Times are the "beſt. 
Antiquity | what can that do, Sir? 
Cou'd Livia, or Lais, 
Fauftina, or Thais, 
Compare to the fine I know who Sir f 


Let placemen receive, and let patriots oppoſe, 


And raiſe unforgiving diſſentions; 
A miſtreſs's arms is the poſt I wou'd chuſe, 
A bottle and friend are my penſions, 
Preferments at court 
Are miniſters f. 
fee what to gain them folks do, Sir: 
ey may boroughs command, 


T wiſh only to ſtand 
I know who, Sir. 


As member for fine 
Poſſeſſors, aſſeſſors, envelope the mind 
With ethies of old Ariftotle; 
The leſſon of nature, to tutor mankind, 
I- beauty ſublim'd by a bottle, 
The beſt in the College, 
Who boaſt of their knowledge, 


When 


The ſcience 9 never i prove 2 


That a le love 
"They have had with — i265r8 I know who, Sir, 


You this or that ſyſtem embrace or reject. 
As philoſophy's faſhion is ruling ; 
But look in her face and you'll find an effe& 
Beyond eleQricity's fooling. 
Though ſparks there ariſe, 
What are they to her eyes? 
And as to what touching can do, Sir, 
It is all but a joke, 
When ter to the ſtroke | 
That 1 r by fine — = 1 know who, Sir, 


( 73 ) 
The atoms of Cartes Sir Iſaac de ſtroy d; 
Lebnitz pilfer'd our countryman's fluxions;, _ 
Newton found out attraction, and prov'd Nature's void, 
| Spite of prejudic'd Plenum's conſtruttions, 
Gravitation can boaſt, 
In the form of my toaſt, 
More power than all of them knew, Sir; 
What FELLOw, or sor k, 
Will in tangents fly off i 
From the center of fine —= 1 know who, Sir. 


Ye ſenſible ſocials who dare, now and then, 
To laugh at ſome folks in this nation, 
Tis beauty which ſculptures us blocks into men, 
To beauty then make a libation. | 
Poor lovers may prize, 
Lips, legs, arms, and eyes, 
Such piece-meal pretenſions won't do, Sir! 
No part ſhall be loſt 
When I mention my toaſt, - 
Here's the wHQLE of the fine —— 7 know whog Sir.“ 


— 
—_— — 
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M A. 


Tune. — 4 beautiful face, and a form without fault, 


BLEAK Winter is drove, by warm winds, to the North, 

And Spring's early pencil gay colours the earth: 
_ Each bloſſom expands its pied leaves to the day, | 
Creation s new cloath'd in the livery of May. 


As thus, in ſoliloquy, rambling along, Ty \ 

I look'd tow'rds the wood, there I heard a ſweet ſong; 
The leaves gently fann'd to and fro' by the breeze, 
The air a ſoft ſymphony play'd through the trees, 


As a hound-after hair the long meadow o'er leaps, 

It was ſomething like love which gave ſpeed to my ſteps z 
] beat through the thicket, upon the game ſprung, - 
And too ſoon had a view of the ſyren who ſung, © 


( 74 ) 
Oh! how my heart beat, how alarm'd was my prid 
To behold a young ruſtic fix'd cloſe at her l 


They toy'd and they prattled, twas innocent play, 
Their roſey cheeks ſpoke all the warmth of new May. 


The lad and the laſs look'd like Eden's firſt pair, 

And I, ſcowling, ſtood juſt as Satan did there, 

Her tenderneſs hateful, bis fondneſs as bad, 

But their give-and-take kiſſings.— O God !—I grew mad. 


I turn d from the ſight, then return d in deſpair, 

And pretended a cure by deſpiſing the fair; 

On both beſtow'd curſes, went raving away, re: $f 
But I ſtoppꝰ'd at each ſtep, nor cou'd go, nor cou'd ſtay, 


Home heavily ſighing, I halted along, - 

Each bird jarr'd my head with its out-of-tune ſong : 
The late pleaſing landſcapes appear'd in decay, 
The ſcene to December was chang'd from new May, 


In my books I expected ſome noſtrum to find, / 
But learning to love has ſmall ſhare in the mind, 

No morals I met there the wonder cou'd work, 

But inſtin& ſuggeſted—to draw a long cork. 


As ſorrow is dry, the beſt thing I cou'd do, 


To make my cure perfect, was—drawing out two: 
So wine before wenching hereafter I'll | Gy, 


For wine's good in all months, as well as in May, 


THE BRITON's WISH, 


Tune, — Daniel Cooper. 


OU e wag; the Ben 
| In Eden was caught tripping, - 
Arch SATAN 'twitch'd her by the ſleeve, 


And ſhew'd a golden pippin; 


( 75 ) 


Tempted by the glitt'ring charm, 
'Twas ſaid ſhe ill-us'd Adam, 

And ever ſince the ſame alarm 
Bewitches Miss and MAaparn 


The dad of Danae was a dolt, 

To lock a woman's will in; 
A guinea ſhower burſt each bolt, 

iſs op'd her lap for filling. 

Aſk beauties, who for chapmen wait, 

What 'tis they chiefly wiſh for, 

They'll own, though moſt men take their bait, 
Iis only gold they fiſh for, 


But why ſhou'd women bear the blame, 
When men, both out and in, Sir, 
Will gamble at the golden 
Nor care they how they win, Sir? 
Arts, Science, Office, Trade, confeſs 
Mean mercenary dealings, 
All reas'ning bi more or leſs, 
Shew ſelfiſh fellow- feelings. 


Election agents truth diſgrace, 
They've made this an unſound age; 
To brothels brought fair Freedom's face, 
And, Pandar-like, took poundage, 
But henceforth Britons may we ſhew, 
In bribes no more our truſt is, 
But nobly indepent go, 
And only vote for Juſtice, 


O Trov! from whom each bleſſing ſprings, 
Earth, ſeas, and ſkies r d 

To whom we owe the beſt of kings, 

Be his, be our protector. K 

The tyrant, arm'd with terror's ſcourge, 
Awes ſubject ſlaves t'approve him, 

But Free- born Britons bow to GzoRGs, 
For in our hearts we love him. 


( 76 ) 


Dear, Liberty, celeſtial Fire, 
Remain here unconſuming ; 
May that ſpark catch, from Son to Sire, 
From age to age illuming : 
For this is ev'ry Britons ſong, 
This all we wiſh to be boys; 
Let life be ſhort, let life belong, 
But let that life be free, boys. 


——_— 
r 
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MUTUAL LOVE. 
Tune, — 4s Chloe on flowers redlin'd, Sc. 
O* a brook's graſſy brink, in the willow's cool 


The primroſes prefling, a damſel was laid; 
She ſmil'd on the tide that roll d limpid along, 
Beholding herſelf, to herſelf ſung this ſong.— . 


The Squire's fine Lady laſt night he brought home; 
What! tho” in ſuch gay clothes from London ſhe's come, 
Had I coſtly faſhions as well ſhou'd I ſeem, 

For fairer my face is, if Truth's in this ſtream. 


Thro' church-yard, on Sunday, as ſlowly I tread, 
While gaping louts, grinning, on tombſtones are ſpread, 
I hear how they praiſe me, I keep on my way, 

And, down-looking, ſeem not ahead what they ſay, 


Sometimes Lords and Captains, all over perfume, 
Will ſtop me, and telle me, I'm Beauty in Bloom: 
That I rival the roſe, that I'me whiter than fnow : 
I ſimper, and ſimply ſay Don't jeer one ſo. 


They've preſs'd me, they've promis'd , nay offer'd me 
gold, Ws | 
Sometimes (I aſſure them) they've ſtrove to be bold; 


They've 'd of my treaſure they've call'd it a gem 
To be ſure ſo it is, but it is not for them. et We 
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No! no! 'tis for him, and 'tis only his part, * 

Who's the man of my hope, and the hopes of my 
heart; ; | | 

Who friendly inſtrufts me, who fondly can play, 

And his eyes always ſpeak what his wiſhes wou'd ſays 

The ranging bee ſweets from the hor ſips, 

As ſweet taſte love from the touch o his 1 N | 

Oft my cheek on the fleece of my lambkins I reſt, FER. 

But cold is that pillow compard'd to his breaſt. 2 


Tis here for my fair one her Lover reply d. 
O'er the hedge as he leap'd, and light dropp d at her ſide; 
dhe ſtarted! a moment life's bloom left her face 
But quick *twas recall'd by the warmth of embrace. 


She, languiſhing lay in Love's tendereſt ſcene, 

And queſtion'd the rambler where 'twas he had been 
Why ſo he wou'd fright her. —She'd ſcold him ſhe vow d 
But a kiſs was his plea, and that plea was allow'd, _ 


Till by kiſſes o'ercome, to his tranſports ſhe yields, 
The lanſcapes were loſt, and forgot were the fields; 

Each felt thoſe ſenſations ſuſceptibles prove, 

Who, mutually melting, exchange mutual love. 


* 
* 
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- A TIME. FOR ALL THINGS. 


Tune, — I am a young Damſel that flatters myſelf, 


LL things have their time by the Hebrew King's 
rule ; "ou 

What pity a Wiſe Man wou'd e'er play the Fool; 

Yet weak was that Sage, who when long paſt his prime, 

Attempted with beautiful girls to keep Time. 0 

All was Vanity then, and Vexation his text, g 

To be ſure he was vain, and his women were vex'd. 


On his own Times how' wiſely King Solomon ſpoke, 
But Wiſdom, in our Times, is rather a joke: 
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Who's to blame? 'tis not alear, whether we or oue 


_- P 

But equally things are ill · timed on all ſides; 
Like witlings, who ſacrifice all to their fun, 
We our errors enjoy, and rejoice we're undone, 


There's a Time to be right, for fome time we've been 
wrong; 

There's a Time for a fpeech, and a Time for a ſong: 

As to ſong- making, fomebody told me the way, 

Since I nothing cou'd do, how I ſomething ſhou'd ſay: 

A wiſh {till to do, has my doings out-{ped, 

And all I have left, alas! lumbers my head, 


Superannuate ſocials, like me, leave the laſs, 

Purſue the ſole ſport which we're fit for,—the glaſs 3 
Be not bubbled by felf, nor be Flattery's dupes, 
Nor attempt at intrigue when ability drops : 

At im t keepers we've pointed with ſcorn, 
Avoid the ſame vice;—be not laugh'd at in turn, 


Turn'd the corner of Forty, *tis time to give way 
But Women to Wine change, or Noſe we've our day: 


Doctor Bibbibus ſays, whether or Scotch Pint, 

As oil to — head, ——— the will annoint; 
Embrace then the es, hug cloſely your quarts; 
May we have in our Arms what we love in our — 


THE VETTER AN. 


Tune Cioe us Glaſſes, my Wench. 


- hed RN' D of Forty /—what then ?-=why 'twixt that 
and Threeſcore, 
All the days of our lives let us live : 
We only aſk health, not a „ A 


more, 
Than what Nature undoctor d will give. 


* 


1 
- 
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Non qualis eram, in ſchoolmaſter's lore, 

— S, our Cake — 1 when bis cat 
not turn to views, but new ground gallop o, 
Nor pull up, for 'tis time enough yet, , 8 


Ulyſſes at Forty Queen Circe embrac'd, 
When older Calyþ/o cou'd move: 
#Etherials pronounc'd him a man to their taſte, 


Hie health, underſtanding, and love. 


The boys of this time ne er to manhood ariſe, 
As ſhrubs cannot ſtrengthen to trees : 
Affectation Ability's vacuum ſupplies, 
E'er of age, they are old by diſeaſe; 


Inſipid emaciates each youu place throng ; 

1 As trinkets on wat ch- chains are worn, 
y fine women's ſides, ſhewy, ratt' ling along, 

- The fops are for faſhion-lake born. 


Thoſe mode-made-up things, flutter lifchood away, 
- Abortions of what Britons were : 1 
3 talk, tho' they ve nothing to lay 
eir looks are but Vacancy's ſtare, 8 

As nothing they think on, ſo nothi 

— , 2 
Inexpletive paths Diſſipation purſue, 

And hue and cry lle tho t the town. 


In the pauſe of Embrace praftis*'d Beauties aver, 

That Wit keeps Deſire alive; : 
No wonder _ fenſible Forty prefer 
To Folly and faint Tuenty- ve. 


No Chronics my maſcular bulwarks invade, - 
Within, prima via is right: 

Conſtitution· I never a bankrupt have made, 
So can pay Beauty's bill upon fight, 

It is true, we are told, old companions we've been: 

Vet ſound in our heads and our hearts, 

Let Wine, Wit, and Women, but open the ſcene, 
We ſtill can go on with our parts. | 
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Tf, a 
While prompted by natural vigour to play, 


We att thus, encore and encore; 
The warning-bell rung, we've no buſineſs to ſtay, - 
Valete, the farce faith is o'er. | 


” 
* 
. wth 
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A NEW ROAST BEEF. 


To the Old Tune. | 


OW Old England's Flag is Commander in Chief, 
17 a hem ns woe our Monarch turn'd o'er a new 


Down, down with French diſhes, ith roaſt 
| wr with Fr up, up with roa 
In flat-bottoms, ſlyly, thoſe ſchemers were coaſting, -_ 
They threaten'd invaſion, but ſpite of their boaſting, 
No ribs of roaſt beef had they; but a rib roaſting. _ . 


While good Engliſh beef, and good Engliſh brown 
r, | 351 Ie 44 

Pleaſe out taſtes, and each on our tables appe 

What more can 3 2 1 

The Spaniards once ſtrove, by the ſtrength of their 


guns, | 
To make us keep Lent, and to turn our girls Nuns, 


But we till roaſt our beef, for we baſted the Dons, 


At Minorca, indeed, tho! I ſpeak it with grief, 
Our garriſon fainted for want of relief; 
They grew out of hopes, as they grew out of beef, 


But at Minden, well fed, why, we there faced about, 
Right and left, van and rear, foot and horſe, put to 
rout ; PELP + 0 | 


They wou'd be in our beef—but, avaſt, they were out. 


; 


( 81 ) 


To plunder our cupboards, France ſent the Breſt fleet 
We a belly-full gave them without any meat; 


They then bold ir plates, cauſe they'd nothing to cat, 


We came, ſaw and conquer'd, the French lillies droop, 
Louiſbourg, Montreal, 8 Guadaloupe, + | 
Their towps we toſs'd up, juſt as they ſwallow ſoup. 


By the ſtrength of our beef we our bulwarks maintain, 
As Liberty's rid born, and Lords of the main; 
And thoſe deeds are witneſs d by France and by Spain, 


All Knights, by their titles, in heraldry ſhine, * 
Nay, writers romantic have ſtiled ſome divine, : 
But what are their Sirs to Old England's Surloin. | ij 


Let us honour this diſh, tis in dignity chief, | 

For garniſh will give it the nobleſt relief: * 

Here's LI IEM TY, —LovAI TT. — Arz, — and Roasr | 
BEET. 


ff 00 the Roaſt Beg, Gt. 


— 
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THE PIPE OF LOVE. 
Tune,—Bleſs"d Age of Gold. © 


NE primroſe time, a maiden brown, 
Wiſhing for what we will not lay, on "> 

By tide of ſhepherd fat her down, j __— 
And ſoftly aſk'd him, wou'd he play? | 

Mild ſhone the ſun through reditreak morn, = -— 
And gh{Pning dew-drops pearl'd the grals ; 

The -ruſtic, ſtretch'd beneath the thorn, * 
Grinning, reply d— 'll pleaſe tees f. 


All on the green field's turfy bed, 
Smiling, the fond one fell along; 

The thick-leaf ſhade her face N min 
While, liſping, ſhe began this ſong : 


( 32 ) 
& Tis love which gives life holydays, 
And Love, III always take thy part; 
„ My ſhepherd's pipe ſo ſweetly plays 
It finds the way eas — 


&« The ladies dreſs'd with filks ſo fine, 
. In golden chairs to viſits go; 
& On coſtly diſhes they can dine, 
« And ev'ry night ſee ev'ry ſhew : 
« Yet, if tis true what I've heard ſpeak, 
& Thoſe high degrees lead lonely lives; 
« Huſbands are wilful; huſbands weak, 
« And ſeldom pipe to pleaſe their wives.“ 


Blue brok the clouds, the day yet young, 
The flowers fragrant fill'd the breeze ; 
Wanton the laſs, half whiſp'ring, lung, 
Yes, ſhepherd, —once more, if you pleaſe. 
Awaking from embrac'd delight, 
She heard her dame, and dar'dnot ſtay ; 


hey they part, but firſt—at night, % 
charg d him, come again and play. | 
His teem to geer, home hy'd the loon, 
The love-cheer'd laſs blithe bore her pail, , 
And thus ſhe gave her ditty tune, i 
Tripping it deftly down the dale: 
« Tho' organ-pipes play muſic fine, 
And founſain- pipes folks run to ſee; 
& 'Tho' thirſty ſouls love pipes of wine, 
«© The pipe of love's the pipe for me.” 


hy PE 25 A. ww. 
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NOT AS IT SHOU'D BE. 
Tune, If ver I inline. 


Coxcomb once ſaid he had Bet's maid 
| But 'twas falſe, as I told Mr. Wou'd-be. © | 
His doctor declar'd, impotency debarr'd, 
The fribble was not as he ſiou d be. 
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As beauty is us'd, ſo Britannia's abus'd, 
How many loud coffee-houſe praters, 

Will boaſt of the weight which they have in the 8 
And wou'd be the nation's dictators. 


dete, 


Such creatures pretend they can England befriend, 
So attract LE diſtract all about them; wy 


That, pon onner, they know kow, when, what, and alſo, 


And the miniſtry can't do with out them, 


When candidates bow, patriotic they vow 
To honour, efteem, and adore us; 


But choſe, they change ſoon, they are taught the cout 


tune, | 


And chant in majority's chorus. 


Reproach, if you pleaſe, may impertinent teaze, 
_ Rememb'rance attempt to awaken ; 
But th' anſwer is this, I thought things amils, 
I really, my friend, was miſtaken, 


His market is made, we all live by trade, 
3 or ſell, feng vans huſe you whether; 

Rich r tis the ſame, *Change-alley's the game, 
A R ſad job ——— 8 


Our animal ſtuff is not made of bomb proof, 
When temptation's artillery aſſails; | 
As the batt'ries begin, we're betray'd from within, 
The fleſh over ſpirit prevails, 


Corruption 4 Doo: 's hard- but, from birth to churche 
yar 0 
What are we? but rotting along: 
Folly moulders our clay, each vice has its day, | 
But—good-night—for I've done with my ſong. 


BEAUTY 


M 


BEAUTY AND WINE. 
Tune, — Attend all ye fairs, TA tell you the arts 


WE day at her toilet as Venus began 
To prepare for her face-making duty, 


Bacchus ſtood at her elbow, and {wore that her plan 


Wou'd not help it, but hinder her beauty. 


A bottle young Semele held up to view, 
And begg'd ſhe'd obſerve his direftions— 

This burgundy, dear Cytharea, will do, 
Tis a rouge that refines all complexions. 


Too polite to refuſe him, the bumper ſhe lips, 
On his knees, the buck begg'd ſhe'd encore; 

The joy-giving goddeſs, with wine-moiſten'd lips, 
Declar'd ſhe wou'd hob nob once more. 


Out of window each waſh, paſte, and powder, ſhe hul'd, 
And the god of the grape vow'd to join 
Shook * and feal'd, then bid Fame tell the 
wor 


The union of e and Vine. 
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A LOVE SONG. 


Tune, — Genteel is my Damon, engaging has air. 


ET him fond of gbbing invoke which he'll chuſe, 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, or madam the muſe - 
Great names in the claſſical kingdom of letters, 
But poets are apt to make free with their betters, 


I ſcorn to ſay aught, fave the thing which is true, 
No Beauties I'lI ä yet give mine her due; 


(8 ) 
She has charms upon charms, ſuch asfew people may view 
She has charms, — for the tooth-ach, Rd for the aguc. 


Her lips; — ſhe has two, and her teeth they are white, 
And what ſhe puts into her mouth, they can bite; 

Black and all black her eyes, but what's worthy remark, 
They are ſhut when ſhe ſleeps, and ſhe's blind in the dark. 


Her ears from her cheeks equal diſtance are bearing, 
*Cauſe each fide her head ſhould go partners in hearing: 
The fall of her neck's the downfall of beholders, *- 
Love tumbles them in by the head and the ſhoulders, 


Her waiſt is—ſo—ſo, ſo waſte no words about it, 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are without it; 

Her breaſts are ſo pair'd—two ſuch breaſts when you ſee, 
You'll {wear that ne woman yet born cer had three. 


Her voice neither nightingales, no! nor canaries, _ 

Nor all the wing'd warblers wild whiſtling vagaries: 
Nor ſhall I to inſtrument muſic compare itt. 
'Tis likely, if you was not deaf you might hear it. 


Her legs are proportion'd to bear what they've carry d, 
And equally pair'd, as if happily marry'd; | 
But Wedlock will ſometimes the beſt friends divide; 
By her ſpouſe lo ſhe's ſerv'd when he throws them afide; 


Not too tall, nor too ſhort, but I'll venture to ſay, 
She's a very good ſize —in the minddling way. 
She's—aye—that ſhe 1s,—ſhe is all, but I'm wrong, 
Her ALL I can't ſay, for I've ſung ALL my ſong.  - * 
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HAT's THAT TO ME? ” 


Tune, —The dainty dames who trip along. 
HE blue clouds from the ſkies are fled, 
And vapours cap the mountain's head; 
The lord of day reſigns his reign, 
While twilight uſhers in her train, | 
- But, what's all this to me 
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By ſhepherds whiſtling o'er the wold, 
The lick ling flacks are drove to fold; 

Her brimming pail the milk-maid bears, 
And hears her love, or thinks ſhe hears — 


Yet, what's all this to me f 


From reeking pools the ſteams aſc 
Tall leafy — their ſhades — 
Evening appears in matron grey, 
And puts to blufh the rakiſh day. 
Still, what's all this to me ? 


The ie low'ry beds have loſt their bloom, 


| — —— — 's — in gloom, 


the ſight, 


And iy! preads — veil of night. 


Well! what's all this to me? 


Though diſmal birds begin to prowl, 


'The flitting bat, the —_—_ owl; 
And glow-worms glimmer fee ceble rays, 
The Ink boys of the lightfoot "ogg 5 

Why, what's all this tome? 


Yes, yes, in truth, for when 'twas dark, 

A light I ſpy d, and bleſs'd the mark 

I hemm'd, and quick the caſement op'd, 

How leap'd my heart, my ſearch was ſtopp'd. 
And, that was much to me, 


« Hiſt, (cries my fair one) ſoftly creep, 
« The old folks : are both faſt aſleep, 
£& Lord! how our houſe-dog makes a din?! 


* But I'll ſteal down, and let you in.“ 


Now, what do you think of me? 


When ſafe we met, few words were ſaid, 
For fear by voice to be betray'd ;— 
So what was done I will nat fay, 
*T'was Love look'd on, and bid us play. 
But, what is that to thee ? 


(#7 ) 


Love's r'd rites are ſecret joys, 

Profan'd by ſots and babbling boys; 
2 

Fidelity's our g. 6 | 
Ws. Here's that my friend to thee 


tt. 
— 
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THE SENTIMENT SONG. 


Tune, Sing Tantarayara Toaſt all. 
DA o'er, and grace ſaid, we'll for bufinels 


repare, 3 
Arrang' d right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chorus our ſong as the circling toaſt paſſes, 


And manage our bumpers as mulical glaſſes, 
Sing Taatararara Toaſt all. 


To your lips, my convivials, the burgundy lift, 

May we never want courage when put to a ſhift 
Here's what tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt; — 
What's that? —ycu may whilper, why tis to be pred? 


Ye fowlers who eager at partridges aim, p 
Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better game; 
"1'is beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmen's trouble, 
And there may our pointers ſtand ſtiſt in the ſtubble. 


To game we give law, and game laws we have {kill in, 
Here's love's laws, and they who thoſe laws are fulfilling, 
But never may damfels demur to our ſport, 

Nor we ſuffer nonſuits when call d into court. 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fluſh, 
On our breaſts, as we lye, we preſent through a buſ 
Here's the neſt in that buſh, and the bird-neſting lover: 
Here's Middleſex buſh fighting, —reſt and recover. 
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Aſthmatical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 

purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; | 
Love's feaft boaſts a flavour unknown to made diſhes 
Here's life's dainty, drefs'd with the ſweet ſauce of kiſſes. 


Fair befall ev'ry laſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 

No colour I'll fix on, but drink to them all; 
The black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd dame 
The lock of all locks, and unlocking the ſame. 


More upright fore-knowledge that lock is commanding, 
Than all other locks, aye, or Locke's underſtanding : 
That lock bas the caſtet of Cupid within it, 

So—Here's to the key lads, —the critical minute. 


Lads pour out libations from bottles and bowls, 

The Mother of All-Saints is drank by All-Souls,— 
Here's the Down Bed of Beauty which upraiſes man, 
And beneath the Thatch'd- Houſe the miraculous can. 


The dock-yard which furniſhes Great- Britain's fleets, 
The bookbinders wifes manufact'ring in ſheets, 

The brawn female-reaper, who dares undertake her? 
And the wile of Will Wattle—The neat baſket-maker, 


Here's Bathfeba's cockpit where David ſtood centry 2 
Eve's cuſtom-houſe, where Adam made the firſt entry ; 
The pleaſant lac'd water-fall 'midſt buſhy park ; © 

The ni es the tail ſtand, the farner's wife's mark, 


That the hungry be fill'd with rich things let us ſay ; 
And well pleas d the rich be ſent empty away.— 

The miller 4 muſic ; —the lafs that's lamb-like . 
And fence of the farmer on top of Love's dike. 


But why from this round-about phraſe muſt be gueſs'd, 
What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſs'd; 
That ſyllable then I my Sentiment call, mT 
So here's to that word, Which is, one word for all. 

| x Sing Tantararara Toaſt af. 


” 


THE 


( 8g } 
THE DAMN'D HONEST FELLOW. 


Tune,—Old Woman at Grimſtone. 


S a choice-ſpirit bred, ſo I'll choicely behave, 
My bucks, I'm damn'd honeſt and free; 
As to rules, thy're for fools; I'll be nobody's ſlave ; 
The Miniſter muſt do for me. 


If he does not, nor cannot, for that's all the ſame, 
But leaves me to fink or to {wim ; 

If he won't do for me when I ſend in my name, 
Why, damme, then, I'll do for him. 


If Gzorce did but tip me a place, or a poſt, 
If 1 didn't clear all, I'll be curſt: 

I take care that nothing ſhall never be loſt, 
Of myſelf tho”, I'll take care the firſt. 


The Government's tools to a man I wou'd ſhift, 
Corruption's the nation's diſgrace ; 

The Treaſury's Lord, why I'll turn him adrift, 
And whip myſelf plump in his place, 


The national debt Ill wet-ſpunge it away, 
The finking fund that I wou'd drown ; 

And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay, 
Why then all our money's our own. 


As to Scotchmen, I'll ſcotch them all off, never fear, 
They are Jacobites all to a man; 
Pray tell me what buſineſs have ſuch fellows here? 
I'm a Briton, and hate ev 'ry clan. 


They have nothing to do with our meat nd our drink, 


grant you they're clever, but {till 
We're ten times as clever, if we wou'd but think, 
And one time or other we will, 
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Like foxes Ill hunt Preſbyterians to church, 
For, zounds ! we'll be all orthodox; 


The ſubſidy Princes Il leave in the lurch, 
And ſtock-jobbers ſet in the ſtocks. 


My friends I'll provide for, and thus T'll begin; 
_ Arch-Biſhop of York ſhall make room, — 
His pulpit I've promis'd to my whippers-in, 
Lord Chancellor's ſeat to my groom, 


My grand buck at drinking ſhall Admiral be ; 
I've judgement in all I deſign.— 

He ſurely muſt prove beſt commander at ſea 
Who's beſt at an ocean of wine. 


Now, as to land-ſervice, Excfe Ill diſband, 
And I'll baniſh the Watch from the ſtreet ; 
Betwixt York and Lunnon no turnpikes ſhall ſtand, 
And I'll burn the King's Bench and the Fleet. 


As to ſmugglers, why curſe on the Cuſtom-koufe tribe, 
| Of placemen IIl ſoon make an end; 
I'll hang the firſt fellow I find take a bribe, 
Except 'twas a buck,—and my friend, 


So now ſor a toaſt—ſtay—what toaſt ſhall we bave? 
Why LizzxTy—can we ſay more ?— 

And he who won't pledge it I'm fure is a Slave, 
And a ſlave is a fon of a whore, 


A wife to be ſure! that's the faſhion in town, 
And faſhion for wives to make free; 

But I won't be humm'd, I'll have none of my own, 
What friends have will always ſerve me, 


So here's to that girl who will give one a ſhare, 
But as for thoſe jilts who deny, | 

So curſedly coy, tho! they've ſo much to ſpare— 
But drink, brother bucks, for I'm dry, 


LIBERTY. 


* 


* 
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1IIBERTY-HAL IL. 


Tune, — Derry down. 


LD Homer / but with him what have we to do? 
What are Grecians, or Trojans, to me or to you? 
Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 
Choice Spirits, aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 


Derry downs 


Sweet Peace, belov'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
Unanimity, take your petitioner's part ; 

Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do— 

But frſt, may it pleaſe ye—my ſervice to you. 


Perhaps my addrefs you may premature think, 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink; 

There are many finc toaſts, but the beſt of em all 

Is the.toaſt of the times; that is Liberty- Hall. 


That fine Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner {tone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, | 
And form'd the front pillars of Liberty- Hall. 


This manor our forefathers bought with their blood, 4 
And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, have prov'd the 
deeds good; | 
By that title we live, with that title we'll fall, 
For life is not life out of Liberty-Hall, 


In mantle of honour, each ſtar-ſpangled fold, 

Playing bright in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaſt; ſee, at Loyalty's call, 
The Genius of England in Liberty-Hall, © © | , 


Ye {weet-ſmelling courtlings of ribband and lace, _ 
The ſpaniels of power, and bounty's diſgrace, | 
So ſapple, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall, 
*T was Paſſive-obedience loft Ziberty- Hall, 
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But when Revolution had ſettl'd the crown, 
And Natural Reaſon knock'd Tyranny down, 


No frowns, cloath'd with terror, appear'd to appall, - 
The doors were thrown open of | [iberty- Hall, 


See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard is Zuftice, her watch-word, be free; 
Our King is our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 


God BLess H1M, and bleſs us, in Liberty-Hall. 


On vere is des Al. —Monſier wants to know, 
ITis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau ; 
*T1s a palace of no mortal architect's art, 
For Liberty - Hall is an Engliſiman s Heart. | 
| Derry down. 


„A M E IL I A. 
Tune. — le Laſſes who drive from the fmoke of the toum. 


NE eve from whiſt-table Amelia withdrew, | 
Join'd our group, and ſhe begg'd we'd explain 
Why year aſter year, by Wit's common-place crew, 
We are told life's ſo ſhort and fo vain: _ 
With a look that ſpoke more than all Cicero ſaid, 
To me flew her order bow'd, and obey'd. 


« Our ſex, my fair curious, are Vanity's fools, 
„ On Bubbles of Self-love we foar ; 
% However a patron may penſion his tool, 
% Dependency dodges for more: 
« The groſs of Mankind are ſuch near-ſighted elves, 
« As traſh they behold all the world, — but themſelves, 


6: Illib'ral Ingratitude always will ſcold, 
* FExpettancy's ever in pain; 
« Abuſe gives her tongue, and you need not be told, 
« The moſt worthleſs are always moſt vain : 
Like pure ſilent ſtreams, Merit keeps in its place, 
« Approach Dunce's torrent, Froth flies in your face. 


693) 
„When yon bleſs the day, with your figure and face, 
& [In rfubles ſeem to admire ; 
* By Love's El-&ricities—Beanty and Grace, 
% Ev'n Dullneſs is {track with defire: .- 


% Life's not worth without you, one half day ; expence, 
« Tis a world without ſun, and a foul without ſenſe. 


4 O! wou'd ye, Ineffables, wou canis you endure, . 
Jo beſtow upon man a new birth; 
« Your. forms are ſpecifics to furniſh the cure, 
« And eradicate Folly from earth: 
6 2 ou, as our ſovereign, we offer our hearts, 
Las wy are N when you take our paris.“ 


* 
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"THE H.UMBU SG. | 
Tune, Ihe man who ts drunk is void of all Cares 


HAT living's a joke, Johnny Cay has expreſs d. 
= Fall de all toll lol. 


In Cnc wel make all we can of the jeſt; 
N Loll de roll, Sc. 
A load of 8 a long life we are lugging, _ 
Which {ome are humbugg'd by, and ſome are hum- 
bugging. Fall de roll, &c. 


His Honour with conſgguence charges his face, 
Bows round to the levee, and ogles his Grace; 
Then whiſpers his friend, Sir, depend on my word, — 
But if you depend, you're humbugg'd by the Lord. 


Says Patty the prude, and ſhe. wide ſpread her Cds 
Me marry ! What? I go to bed to a mann 

I deteſt all male creatures my God = ſwoon / 
She did and was brought to- bed, faith, before noon ! 


To London Pa ſent her, when bloom was regain . | 
Invrlate her maidenhead there ſhe maintain'd; 
For a virgin was wed, ſhe knew how to be m 


80 gain d a good huſband, her huſband a Hun. 
F 3 N 
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Mis zicely obſerv'd, waſt'y walgar's this and" 
Immenſely indelicate, monſtrous d 


Yet laſt night, dear Miſs, when you thought yourſelf? 
You Pr IVES loving—life's all a — Dp 


The wanton wife often, too often, I fear, 


Proves words to be facts when ſhe calls her ſpouſe Deer; 
And enjoys the ſweet chat as ſton pleaſures ſhe hugs, 
How cunningly now ſhe her cuck humbugs. 


But huſband at home, as few marry'd men wiſh 
Fall de roll, toll loll. 
To dine ev'ry day on the very fame diſh, 
Loll de roll, Ec. - 
Makes a meal with her maid, the thing ublickly 
known is, 
A tete-a-tcte feaſt, "Call'd the Lex Mill. 


Tall de roll, c. 


4 
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DOODLE DOO. 


4 Tune,—£d'ry where fine Ladies flirting. 


Ounglings fond of female chaces, 

Mount on s in Wedlock's races, 
Some for fortune, for faces. | 
Doodle, doodle, doo, tc. 


Oh ! th' extatic joys which flow, 855 
When two ſouls congenial, glow, Sir. 
This above, and that below, Sir. 


Each gainſt each, like wreſtlers, twining, 
Each with each engagement joining, 


Now reſiſting, now reſigning, 


When imparadis d they're pairing, - 
Ev'ry nerve ſtreich d to its bearing, 
Hardly knowing what nor wherein. 


6 0-3 
Fainting, ting—pulles —— 


ient waits, and willing, | | 
——————ůů—— 4 


Fain the fair wou'd fondly dall > 7 
2 ang love—but he — t rally, 


wet ſmiling, ſhe WY fo! 


Go, you naughty creature, go! go 
While he yawns out—ak / ah Gol f oh 


This, indeed, too oft the caſe is, 
Men will furious fall on faces, 
Then fall off into diſgraces. l 


All che work they make with wooings, 
Couplings, changings, curſings, cooings, 
' - Are but doodling doodle doings. 


Falling back, then falling to, Sir, 10 f 
We like babies, beauties woo, Sir, | pr : 
Love is—Cock a doodle do, Sir. 


— doodle, 4 6. 


— 
. * o % 


THE COME T. 


Tunegw—Shou'd I once become great,” what a bufeneſs. 
twou d be, 5 


AD I old Homer here, I wou'd-make that wretch 


ſee, 
(Quoth Venus J whom 'tis he abuſes; z 

What buſineſs has any verſe-monger with me ? 

Their prudes let them ſtick to,—the Muſes, 
And ſo I was wounded by rough Diomede ? 

A pretty 2 ſort of ſtory; 
1 ſmil ut papa, now, indeed, 

s not for your honour and glory, 
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Why will you permit theſe mortality frights, 
N ge _ has plann'd to — 2 | 
n't ſuffer ſuch reptiles to creep out at nights, 
| hs oe ry what = deities do, 
menſely impertinent twas, you muſt own, 
My tranfit to ſee; and expoſe it; 
, Becauſe, tother day, I juſt drove out of town, 
Their ſpectacles peep'd in my cloſet. 
A moment ove laid his bright dignity down, 
And let Laughter illumine his = 
To his daughter * — . a frown 
Becomes not the Empreſs of Grace. 
Thoſe atoms of clay which you ſee to and fro, 
Skip about on yon globular cruſt, | 
Like the blue on a plumb, are but inſects you know, 
A mere animalculous duſt. 1 F 


Thoſe emmets, tis true, ſcientifical prate, 

A race of half-reaſoning elves, | 
Who all can account (as the N for my ſtate, 

Let know not the ſtate of themſelves, 

They pretend to examine eternity's rules, — 

The cauſe of all cauſes diſpute ;— 
I' ſhew you theſe arrogant earth-worms are fools, 
And thus all their ſyſtems confute. 


Away, at his word, the vaſt Cott ruſh'd forth, 
And ſwift through immenſity blaz d; 


Yet Attraction went on, though it girdl'd the earth 


On earth, how the ſtar- peepers gaz d. 
h cireld, and d 2 — of his own, 
And reaſon'd about, and awry; 3 
In deriſion, a moment, Immortals look down, 
IT was a jeſt for the Sons of the Sky. | 


Be humble, ye beings of feeble threeſcore, 
Shall N ſcan ? 
Ihe beſt of us only are men, and no more 


And, at beſt, only think what is man 4 


— 


a "ow 
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A contrary mixture of pity and ſcorn, | 
Pride, ſervility, ſorrow, and 1 SF 4 
In a moment he's made in a moment he's borr, 
In a moment again he is earth. - | 


Sons of Error; for that's all the birthright ye ſhare, * 
As ev'ry day's aftions make — 7 

No Jonger let Vanity gaze into air, 
But think of itſelf and look down,—  - 

Yet hold !—let us think,—to look down did-I ay? 
I did ſo,—and ſo ſeize my cup, 

Come, do as I do, and I'll ſhew you the way, 
The beſt way, my lads, to look up. | 


ht 
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T1 H E BB L O W 


Tune. — Tie Tars of Old England. 


E learn'd of the age, each artiſt, each yy, 
Ye ſpeakers at fam'd Robinhood, 


Deſcribe, or decline, or derive, or define, | | 
What the character is of a Blood? © 


Maccaronies ſo neat, 3 Jemmies ſo ſweet, 
With all their effeminate brood; 


Free- Maſons ſo ſhy, choice ſpirits ſo high, 
Are kick'd out of doors by a Blood. 


If making a bet, or if taking a whet, 
Or if * the rounds he thinks 

Who dare to 838 will be pluck'd by the noſe,] - 
With a—Dam'me Sir, a'n't I a Blood? © 


If the conſtable queer, and the watch ſhould appear, | | 


His riots to quell, if they could, 
Without compliment, out of window there ſeat, 
| And that is fine fun for a Blood. 1 


OS * 


my "- 
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He laughs at Old Nick, calls religion a trick, 
And his arguments can't be withſtood ; 

Tis a beit or an oath, but moſt commonly both, 
As to Reaſon, — What's that to a Blood? 


As we have but our day, even Bloods muſt decay, 
He would keep it up ſtill if he could; 
But his manors foreclos'd, and his honour expos'd, 
He muſt dye as he liv'd—like a Blood. \ 


To retrench would be bafe, to repent a diſgrace, 

1 e nk. eniuſſes ſhould ; 

Buy amed'cine of 1 warm apply'd to his head, 
He cures 4 5 


—— „** _— 


— — 
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DO THE S A M E. 


Tune, Ho dye do? 


ARK Anthony gave up the world for a girl, 
R 
Do the ſame / that's the thing; do not think me to blame 
If a bumper I drink, will not you do the fame ? 


But what do you think that I mean by all this ? 

Why evil to them who imagine amiſs. | | 
Hit or mifs, luck is all; are the lucky to blame? 

No no, do but win—we would all do the fame. 


The dainty-fed dame, in unpinn'd diſhabille, 

To the ſwain of her ſighs upon tiptoe will ſteal ; | 
Voluptuouſly welcomes the ſenſe-piercing kils, * 
And gives up her ſoul to the dangerous bliſs. 


While ſoft broken murmurs betray her delight, 5 
The ruſtling leaves play through the {till of the night, 
As if to her tremblings they kept time and tune ; 
Above mildly ſhone, in pale ſplendor, the moon. 


( 99) 
Lady Luna down looking, the luſcious fcene ſees, ' 


'd trees; 


Withdrew her beams, bluſhing, from filver-to 
In a cloud weils her face, crying out, fie for 
To Endymion drives off, —and with him does the fame. | 


'Tis Hypocriſy's humour, the Ton of the Times, 
To = on our neighbours the load of our crimes; | 
The failings of friends we to Slander p 


Bar fink . oem Se eee does, 2 


Reaſon ne'er had the head ach, no toaſts he'll approve; 
Reaſon ne er had the heart- ach —he ne er was in love. * 
But poor honeſt Inſtinct, he's always to blame, 
For he'll drink he'll love, 9 we do the ſame. 


My country / my country ! that phraſe cannot fail; 
Ts the bait voters bite at, the tub for the whale: } 
Diſtinftion, on each fide, is only a name; 


For this ſide, and that ſide, — both On: 


Let us, without blaming or this fide or that, 

Only keep to our own fide, and mind what we're at. 
I wal at ſomething, but what, I won't name, 
Yet to toaſt it I'll teach you, and drink to the Jane. 


Your ſentiment, D give it to me. 

The Quakers Addreſs, Friend, I drink unto thee. 

So here's to't, and to thee ; and pray who's to blame? 
Why him—can you find him? who won't do the fame. 


: 
4 


— 
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LOVE AND WINE's PARTNERSHIP. 


Tune, — No more let us trouble our heads bout the Stale. 


T was as one morning on Ida ove ſhone, 
All frantic the Queen of Love flew in, 
Her arms ſhe expanded, embracing his throne, 
Saying, Sire, oh fave me from-ruin! 
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1 Jupiter 7 10 $1170.) 54 5 
They abandon my — abd Shrine, Sir, THE 
That A and his fots, have extinguiſh'd my . 
And drown'd Beauty's Altars in wine, Sir. 


By Styx, but *tis falſe, jolly Bacchus replyd 

. Suctrflander I'll never endure, Ma im: 10 (Lk: G5 

Love's pains to aſſwage men that many things 970 WS. 
Ia me only met with à cure, Maam. 1011 

Vour ignorant urchin, your booby, is blind, 0 
And ſcatters his arrows at random; 

The Heart they miſlead, and they madden the Mind; 5 

| Lis Wine which alone can withſtand 'em, - 


Where is it ? ih- Olympical Grand called out, 
Toung Semele bumper'd Champaign, 
Full nimbly the Gene bruſh'd it — 
Quoth Monarchy, Il drink again, Sir. 
So laying his lightuing's artillery down, 
His treſſes imperially ſhaking, 
To Venus put on a majeſtical frown, * 
Saying, Certarnly you are miſtaken. 


Miſtaken, Papa ?—Mi/s . hold your tongue, 


You'd WE Ups thunder'd to Venus, 
pon *Onner / fhe pertly reply d you are wro 
Celeſtials be judges between us. = 
Go Mercury, 3 the States of the Sky. 
Thus order'd Lord Chancellor — Sir, 
At Idas Exchequer this ſuit they 


Decreeing for Wine or for Love, Sir.” 


Their Worſhips went firſt on the Cyprian ENS, 
Unarray d, Beauty figur'd before em; 

What licking of lips, what hums, and what hahs! 
What pe peeping ere was 'mong the quorum! 

The Patron of Vines ſaw 'tweuld go for the wench, 
Unleſs that a duſt he could kick up, 

Tipp'd Hermes the wink, and they bumper'd the bench 
7Fill the court only chorus d a hickup, b | 


( 104 ) 
With eye-lids half-clos'd, one attempted at ſpeech, 


But wind over-charg'd his expreſſion. 5 
My opin--nin--nin--nin—but bump on his breech 

He ſquatted, and ſnor'd out the ſeſſion. 
Apollo was chairman, in full buckl'd wig, 

For that day, being Funo's phyfician, : 
Smelt cane, ftrok'd his chin, us'd hard words, and 

* -  look'd big, | £5 

As became his Right Worſhip's condition. 


The ſtatutes, quoth he, the ſtatutes at large, 
Aye and {mall too, declare coram nob.— 

But head was too heavy to hold out the charge, 
It dropp'd, and down fell his full bob: | 

An emblem of what often happens below, 
Stupidity office diſgraces; 

For holly has friends, and too many we know 
And we know the wile folks too want places. 


Now Bacchus and Venus agreed 'twixt themſelves: 
- Altercation hereafter to ſmother; * 
At Dulneſs to laugh, though mong dignify'd elves, 
And friendly affift one another. | 
But now mind the moral; Tis clever to think, 
And think too about ſomething clever | 
Since as makes us Love, and ſince Love makes us 
rink, | 
Here's Drinking and Loving for ever. 


— * 
— 


c. 0 U n 
Tune, — To all ye Ladies now at Land. 


ET others ſing of flames and darts, 
And all Love's lullaby ;— 
Ot crying eyes, and cracking hearts 
The deuce a bit will I, 
If you are willing, I'm ſo too, 
If not—why there's no more to do, 


With fa, la, la. 
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Should you expect, in Sorrow's guiſe 
I'll wear a __ face, he 

Such maudlin mumm' ry Ideſpiſe, 
Mine 1s no eck © caſe 

Tis but my whim, e' en make it thine, 


Then whim to whim, and yours to mine, 


Or if you think in golden rain, 
Like ove, I'll pave my way, 
Such expectations are but vain, 
I've only this to ſay,— 
You've ſomething which I would be at, 
I've ſomething too; — ſo tit for tat. 


Your taſte, your talk, I may admire, 
BY... praiſe, with truth, your face; 
Your arkhing eyes that ſpeak deſire, 


ve expreſſion grace. 
Yet here's a — but Il not be bold, 


Nor ſay, e BRIE & 


Well kens the laſs what I wauld win, 


And well I ken the road; 
He that is out would fain be in 
A patriot a h-mode,— 


As you're my ſov'reign grant me grace, 
I only aſk a little place. 7 


Leaſt ſaid, they ſay, is mended ſoon, 
With you I'll not diſpute; 
Ill taſtes the long requeſted boon 
Tis ſweet, when fhort's the ſuit. 
Then grant, with grace, the grace I ſue, 
Or let me, without grace fall to. 


With fa, la, 2. 


GOD 


( 10g ) 
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GOD SAVE THE KING! 


Tune, — While Waves rebound from Albion r fhore, 


E hardy Sons of Honour's Land; 
Y Where Freedom Macna CHarTA plann d, 
Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
On ev'ry ſhore where ſalt tides roll, 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from Pole to Pole, 
Fair Conqueſt celebrates your Name, 
unn. aloud by wond'ring Fame, 
When ! when will you be free? 


Miſtake me not, my Hearts of Oak, 

I ſcorn with Ltaz ary to Joke, 

: Ye Sovereigns of the Sea: 
No right I blame, I praiſe no wrong, 

But ſing an independent ſong.— 

Since Miniſters muſt be withſtood, 

And Patriots are but fleſh and blood, 


While ſtrange told tales from feribblers' pen, 
Diſturb the 2 of honeſt men, x 
Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
e traſh of temporizing ſlaves, 

ho earn their daily bread as knaves, 
Heedleſs which fide may rife or fall, 
| The ready money—that's their all. 
Such fellows can't be free, 


We meet for mirth, we meet to ling, 
And jolly join—God fave the Ring! 

Sy Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
As honeſt Inſtin& points the way, 

Our Kinc, our CounTarr, we obey; 

Yet pay to neither fide our court, 


But Lizzy in both ſupport, 
As men who ſhould be free, - 


( 104 )) 
Aſſt, uphold your church and ſtate, 
See great men good, and A men gieat; 

| Ve Sovereigns of the Sea; 
Shun Party, that unwelcome gueſt, | 
No tenant for a Briton's breaſt ; 
Forget, forgive, in Fa%orn's ſpite, 
Awe all abroad, 'at home unite, | 
at! Then, then, my friends, you're free. 


Fe Sov'reigns of wide ocean's waves, 
To heroes long enſhrin'd in graves, 
A Requiem let us ſing; 

I Alfred, Henry, Edward name,. — 
Then Wilkam, our deliverer came: 
May future ages Bxuxswick own, 
Perpetual heir to England's throne, 

| So here's God ſave the King. 


— 


— — 


e. 
Tune,—As I went &er the meadows, no matter the day. 


S home I return'd, it was late in the day, . . 
"A Thro' Weſtminſter-abbey, I knew was my way, 
And there I beheld, —or believe that I ſaw, 

A terrible ſpectre, with teeth wanting jaw; 

The figure was frightful, as you may ſuppoſe, 

His ſockets were eyeleſs, and never a noſe, 


I, trembling, addreſs'd him with—Sir, I preſume* - 
Your worſhip is walking from Nighitingale's tomb? 
As Milton obſerves, ſo he grinn'd for a ſmile, 4 
And, ſtalking off, beckon'd me down the dark ifle ; 
But, faith, I won't follow,—and loudly I ſpoke, 

Then took to my heels, and I tumbl'd—and 'woke. 


My joy cou'd you gueſs, when, re:over'd, I ſpy'4 
My giri ſweetly ſleeping, and warm by my ſide; : 
Such lips! ſuch a neck! then her cheeks bad a hue 
Like roſes juſt moiſt with the ſummer morn's dev 


En 
I preſs'd her cloſe to me, nay, held her too tight, 
For faith I was ſcarcely eſcap'd from my fright. 


Awaking, ſhe tenderly call'd out, My dear! | 
What ails you? you ſhake ſo, you're not well I fear t 
What pleaſure this is tho”, quoth me to myſelf, 

To have love alive here, inſtead of that elf? 

With rapture I fell on the dear creature's face, 

With rapture the fond one return'd my embrace. 


Let fribbles with beauty as fribbles behave, .__. 
And Pedantry boaſt, he is no paſſion's ſlave; 
Let Pride, Glly-wening, lure dreſs-loving elves, 

\* Bo corn the enjoyment of all—but themſelves: - 
Such things we deſpiſe, and them only approve, 
Whew, hearts eſtcem ripens from friendſhip to love. 


— 


— — —_— 
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TRANSIT OF VENUS. 


Tune, Had 1 but the way to turn Fas things to jo 


Strologers lately a buſtle have made, 
How round the ſun Venus cou'd dance it, 
With optic, catoptric, dioptric parade, 
N To {py how genteel was her tranſit: 
Between you and I, tho” *twas mal a- propo, 
T' examine a fine woman's actions, 
For were we to look among ladies below, 
What frays it wou'd make ? and what fractions? 


Good-lack, how they look'd at this wonderful ſight— 
A wonderful ſight ! but what is it? 

When all came to all, and when all came to light, 
Love's regent, paid Neptune a viſit : | 

Bedew'd by the falt-water ſpray as ſhe roſe, 
To Apollo her beautyſhip run“, 

Intending to dry her Olympical cloaths, 
So ſtood between us and the ſun, 


Kun pro. ran for the chime ſake. 


bo gent ve Grady > i ai * 
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While pointing n 


— >0:8agy — — you fee? 

Does th' Empreſs of hg now, friends, — ſay, 
Wear _ above, or low knee? 

Abe tos farce of your ſchemes and your ſcrolls, 
- Eclipſes indeed ye may ſhew, 

But as to each orb Which high over us rolls, 
Not an inch paſt your — ye know. 


Into ditch Thales fell, with his teleſcope geer, 
At midnight wou'd ſtargazing roam, 

When brought back bedaub'd, all his ſpouſe ſaid was, 

Dear, 

You had better obſerve things at home : 

If huſbands who ramble, this maxim wou'd mind, 
And put it but once to the proof, 

Obſerve things at home; go but home and'they'll _ 


As homethey had bulinels enough. 


_ 


—_— 


MAR I A. 
Tune, — Tanthe the Lovely, the joy of the plain. 


CERES day, by appointment, Maria I met, 
That day of delight, I remember it yet; 
As the meadow we crols'd, to avoid the town's croud, 


The ſun ſeem'd eclips'd by a black ſpreading cloud: 


Eſcaping the ſhower, to barn we faſt fled, 


There ſafe heard the pattering rain over head, 


Some moments I ſuffer'd my fair to take breath, 

Then, aghing, ſhe cry'd, ** Lord! I'm frighted to death; 

“ Suppoſe, nay, now, by any one I ſhould be ſeen? 

“% Nay, nay, nnn —dear—what do you 
mean: 

Had I thought you wou'd be half ſo rude —ſye ! for 


ſhame ! 


« I wiſh I'd been wet to the ſkin e'er I came. 


& You will have a kiſs, then hy, take one or two! 
& I beg * wen t teaze me !—Lord ! what wou'd you 


: | (10% | 
cc You'll tear all one's things I ne'er ſaw ſuch a man! 
4 Iwill hold your hands tho'!—Aye, do if you can: 
4 Is this your love for me PIs this all your care? 
« I'll never come near you again,—now, I ſwear! . 


As ſhe puſh'd me away, love explain'd by her eyes, 
Reſiſtance was only to heighten the prize; __ 
Her face chang'd alternate, from ſcarlet to ſnow; ' 

Her neck role and fell faſt, her language was low : 
Such beauty! but more of that ſcene was notſhewn— 
For Decency here bid her curtain drop down. 


The ſtorm being over, all ſunſhine the air, 

When inſtant roſe up, the yet Jove-looking fair, 

Crying, hark! there's one liſtens do look out, my dear, 

I muſt be bewitch'd, I am ſure, to come here, | 

My things how they are rumpled !—Lord! let me be 
gone ; 


What have you been doing? and what have I done ? 


Into this fatal place, I moſt ſolemnly vow, 

I innocent enter'd-—but am I ſo now ? 

I'm ruin'd,—-I never myſelf can forgive 

I'll leap in the brook,—for I'm ſure I can't live 
If I do, my whole life will be waſted in grief, 
Vnleſs here to-marrow you'll give me relief. 


— 


ADMINISTRATION. 


Tune, — In this mirror, bucks, 5 hold. ? 
EE this bumper, bucks be gay, 


I ſcorn all impoſition ; 
If you'll pledge my toaſt you may, 
' Fis Courtfhrp's coalition: 
When two parties cloſe embrace, 
And ſeparation ſmother, 
He is upright in his place, 
And downright is the other. 


— —ñ— V —— — — 
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i Whether tis to riſe or fall, 
Hi Vet {til his time improving, 
8 In the the cockpit at Whitehall, 
if The beſt of meaſures meving, 
Outs will ſometimes Ins become, 
*T wixt both fides bold he ventures, 
Puſhing things with vigour home, 
iniſtration enters, 
Certain of a ſtrong ſupport, 
Each op'ning he embraces, 
All the time he ſtays at court 
His friends preſerve their places: 
The members he depends upon, j 
if When plac'd in proper ſtation, x 
| The Star above the Garter won 
At Beauty's Inflallation, 


| In Love and State exact the ſame, 
- Relpetting mankind's wiſhes, 
ALL ; cupboard's key wou'd gain 
To plunder loaves and fiſhes : „ 
Placemen England have diſgrac'd, 
The daily papers tell us, 
"= Howſoe er you have been plac'd, 
4 Non placets will be jealous. , 
N Miniſters may places fill, | 4 
| I buy none, nor am ſelling ; — 
A thatch'd houſe underneath the hill 
Is what I chuſe to dwell in: 
4 Tho' it has no high-rais'd roof, 
| Let proſpects can command, Sir; 
Not fo low, but room enough 
For me upright to ſtand, Sir, 


On the hill, along the dale, 
| Il! ſometimes turn a rover, 
Then within the molly vale 
| I {hly creep to cover: | 
1185 There's the ſport, and that's the ſpot, 
8 'Tis Fleaſure's wild plantation, 
| VLeſt the toaſt ſhou'd be forgot— 
Here's Love's Afſoctation, 


— 
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FAIR PLAY. 
Tune, — ien the Nymphs contending for 
| es ac ART 


"\RIENDS, Britons, and countrymen, heed what 
you lay, 


Let Engliſhmen ever ſhew all folks fair ys. 
Look up, and reflect, e'er you dare 10 44 iſe, 
We are all ſons alike of one Loxp of the-{ki | 


Does He give to the Sauage, the Turk, or the Few, 
The Indian, or Catholic, leſs than to you ? 
But Prejudice blinds us, that mind-madd'ning Elf, 
We all wou'd be wifer than Wis pon itſelf. 


The unfeeling Baſe deny Sorrow a tear, 
Vulgarities dare at Deformity ſneer; | i 
Tho' pity, tis true, but Obſervance will find 
The term Vulgar takes in two-thirds of mankind, 


We wrangle, we ridicule, laugh, and deſpair, 
Then raſhly our, what we call, Reafons declare; 
IIlib'ral on cuſtoms and countries decree, 


And ſentence each being born tother fide ſea, 


At Scotchmen we ſpurn, and at Iriſimen ſneer; 
Partiality, prithee a word in your ear 

With looks of contempt other nations you view, 
Wich equal injuſtice they thus deride you. 


Hoſpitality, Tomehow, was baniſh'd from town, 

Good-Nature enquir'd where Welcome was flown ; 

By Faction drove off, ſhe returns here no more, 
Contentedly ſettled on Ireland's ſhore, 


For the Scots—if we ſuffer not Party to rate, | . 

There are wiſe men _— 'em ; and good men and great; * 

Where eber merit's found, give that merit its due, by. 

To praiſe the praiſe-worthy, adds merit to you. 
. | tas ſ, 


4 


N. 
1 


( 1210 } 


To Oblivion conſign thoſe diſtinftions of ſoil, 


; 


Diſtinction among men all born in one iſle : 
The ſame ſea encireles our ſhores with its tide, 
What Creation unites thus ſhall Clamour divide, 


Here's to all the good fellows, in ev'ry degree, 

Who dare do as we do, drink, think, and {peak free; 

And here's to thoſe laſſes who Liberty prove, 

And pledge from their hearts this toaſt, FREEDOM 1y 
Love. 


Tune, — I have a Tenement to let. 


CIRCE was a Precious piece, 
A plague upon the gypley, 

She dol'd out drink ſomewhere in Greece, 

And made her tenants tipſey: 

And then each filthy, ſwiniſh ſot, 
Engend'ring mong the devils, 

Upon thoſe obſcene imps begot 
A harpy ſpawn of evils, 


The fiend Corruption, firſt brought forth 
Duſt-licking Adulation ; i 
And ſecond dzmon harraſs'd earth 
With Party's altercation ; : 
The hag Deceit, a reptile bred, | | 
Call'd Infamy, the pander ; 
A third and fourth were brought to-bed 
Of Inſolence and Slander, 


Sa fertile were th' inſernal race, 
Each day new monſters prowling, 
Eale Perjury with rank Grimace, 
And Envy ever howling ; 
Servility with worthleſs Pride, 
Debauch with poiſon'd diet, 
Swoln Gluttony by Scurvy's fide, 
A faction form'd for riot. 


( a2 Þ} 


A while theſe Implings croak'd about, 
Till ſtart'ling Madam Crrce, 
She order'd all the Vermin out, 
Nor to her own ſhew'd mercy. 
Abſurdity with Malice went, 
Ingratitude with Lewdneſs, 
Scurrility with Diſcontent, 
And Ridicule with Rudeneſs. 


Their baſtard brood the Dæmons bore, 

Along the mid-air flitting, 
And found at laſt a welcome ſhore, 

Where Bribery was fitting, 

Ambition hail'd them on their way, 
And gave them his directions; 

His Agents took them into pay, 
Then ſent them to EIER TIOxSG. 


G n 


Tune, Cood people PU tell you no Rhodamontade. 


Wonder, quoth Dame, as her 2 ſhe embraces, 
How {trumpets can look, how they dare ſhew their 
faces, | | 
And thoſe wicked Wives who from Huſband's arms fly 
Lord! where do they think they muſt go when they 
die? 


But next day, by Huſband, with Prentice Boy caught, 
When ſhe from the bed was to Toilet-glaſs brought, 
Her Head he held up, with this gentle Rebuke—= 
My Dear! you was wiſhing to know how Whores look! 


Turn your eyes to that table, at once you will ſee | 
What faces Jades wear; then, my Dear, behold me, 
Your Features confeſs the Adultereſs clear, 


My Viſage exhibits how Cuckolds appear, 
.G 2 
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You Kae bad Wives go? why, really, my 
a IC | + 

You muſt, with the reſt of them, go to Old Nick / 

If Belzebub don't ſuch damn'd Tenants diſown, 

For bad Wives, he knows, makes a Hell of their own. 


All the world wou'd be wed, if the Clergy could ſhew 
Any rule in the ſervice to change I for 0 - 

How happy the Union of Marriage wou'd prove, 
Not long as we Live join'd, but long as we Love 


At his feet ſhe ſunk down, Sorrow lent her ſuch Moans 

That Reſentment was gagg'd by her Tears and her 

Tones. | f 5 
What cou'd Hubby do then ? what cou'd then Hubby do? 
-But Sympathy ſtruck, as ſhe cry'd, he ery'd too, 


Oh Corregio ! cou'd I Sigiſmunda defign, 

Or exhibit a Magdalen, Guido, like thine, 

I wou'd paint the fond Look which the Penitent ſtole, 
That pierced her ſoft Partner, and ſunk to his Soul, 


Tranſported to doating! he rais'd the Diſtreſs d, 

And tenderly held her long time to his Breaſt ; 

On the Bed gently laid her, by her gently laid, 

And the Breach there was clos'd the ſame way it was 
C. | 
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THE SPECIFIC 
Tune, — Th I with one Love wou'd be always content, 


: HO' News-papers puff ev'ry Noſtrum to town, 
12 What Noſtrum is like the Grape's Juice? 

No Chymical Liquor that turns red to brown, 
No Beaume de Vie, nor Eue de Luce. 
As to Rouge, the rank practice, alas! is fo rife, 

The Beauty of Health it conſumes, 

But Wine is the Volatile Spirit of Life, 

And brightens our natural Blooms, 


| Eng) 
The Balſam of Honey a tickling Cough ſtops, 1 
To Maredant the Scurvy ſubmits ; 3 
There's what's his Name's wonderful Viperine Drops, 
And Henry for Hyſteric Fits; 
But Phyfic, like Mufic, bears Faſhion's decree, 
Of Modiſh Diſtempers they tell us; 
Licentiates, or not ſo, yet ev'ry M. D. 
Pronounces us Narvous or Bilous. 


Pour Wine into Wounds you'll be cur'd with a jerk, 
Religious that text to purſue, 

Whene'er my mind's wounded, I draw a long Cork, 
Sometimes my Preſcription is Two. 
The Doctor's a Dunce, down the ſink daſh the Slops, 

Thoſe Pipes we are going to ſtart em; | 
Juſt draw off a Glaſs, they. are Bacchus's Drops, 
The Mixture is Secundum Artem. 


As to Cuckoldom—that is a hurt to the Head,— 
If Wives will be Harlots why let them, 
An 45/orbent we find in a Bottle of Red, 
An Opiate by which we forget them. 
Philoſophers ſay, —but a fig for their Saws, 
Such water-chill'd Maxims diſown em; 
Their Efi-inets I prove are deficient in Cauſe, 
When I've my Scots Pint, Magnum Bonum. 


Wine makes,—aye, what don't it ? it makes right and 
wrong, ; | 
»Tis Love, Wit and Truth's Ventilator ; 
At once itlocks up the moſt voluble Tongue, 
At once turns a Mute to a Prater. 3 
If fond of a Fair, Wine this Magic will ſhew, 
Make but, like an Artiſt, your Trial; 
In her it will filence the nerves which ſay no, 
And raiſe you above a Denial. 


More or leſs to the Scurvy all Men are a prey, 
Quoth thzs, that, and t'other Phyſician; | 

More or leſs we're all mad, I will venture to ſay, 
And the world's in a {curvy condition, | 
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Good Wine makes good Blood, and good Blood keeps 


us ſound, 
So Recepe tantum ſuſicit; | $f 
For Madneſs, my friends, ſince the Remedy's found, 
Let none be ſo mad as to miſs it. 


— a 


— _— 


Txs:GLI1IS41N CLUB. 
Tune, -A Toper I love as my Life. 


F Griſkins I ſing, they're a feaſt for a King; 
Kings, Homer ſays, dreſs'd their own Meſſes: 
Achilles, the hot, always hung on the Pot, 
Patroclus he garniſh'd the diſhes. 


By the Poets of old, Apicius we're told 
Was an Eater among the Antiques; 

Tho' his Taſte it was fine, yet like us could not dine, 
For no Griſtins were cook d' mong the Greeks, 


* Mong the Greeks ? well I know, man, Apicius was Roman, 
So no Critic's rod am a riſking ; 

Not of Roman, nor Greek, but of Britons I ſpeak, 
And Britons who boaſt of their Griſtin. 


Trimalchio's Stuff, and the French Dartineuf, 
Had almoſt good Eating aboliſh'd ; 

Sardanap' lus was great, and Lucullus could treat, 
Yet never a Griſkin demoliſh'd, 


One Emp'ror took pains, to make Ragouts of Braing, 
But how, was thoſe Diſhes compounded ? 
It was done long ago, for at preſent I know, 
Our Cooks would be greatly confounded, 


Come! Lads, hark away, hunt the Bottle to-day, 
At night, Boys, to Beauty high over; 
Be this anderſtood, may our Grifkins prove good, 
When, as Grifis, we leap into Love's Cover, 
BEEF 


. | ( uz ) 
BEEF STEAK CLUB. 


Tune,—Since Artiſts who fue for the Trophies of Tame. 


RAW the Cork, the Cloth's drawn,—a Toaſt to 
the Kixc, 
l preſume it is meet, after meat me ſhould fin 
For thus preſcribes Galen; “ Life's Health to protong, 
„Take Dinner's digeſtive, a Glaſs, and a Song.“ 
To. him thè Piplomiſts their judgments reſign, 
So frat mixturam, tis Muhc and Wine, 


Old Homer, who, Shakeſpeare-like, all Nature knew, 

Does honour to Beef, and to Beef-caters too; - 

He fings, that the Greeks, by whom Troy Town was 
fell'd, 

In fighting and eating, all Nations excell'd; 

And he, for the Day, who was Hero in Chief, 

Had a Double Proportion, or Premium of Beef, 


It was Cacus (ſome ſay) tho* that's not Orthodox, 
*T was Milo of Crotos firſt knock'd down an Ox; 
He invited all friends to his Beef-eating Wake, 
But firſt, on Turf Altar, he offer'd a Stake. 
The Atherials regal'd on the odour that roſe, 
Says Epicure ove, ſuch a Club we'll compoſe. 


Then call'd out for Vulcan, the God, limping, came, 
And, ogling behind him, attended his Dame; 
Each deity ſeem'd more inclin'd to her Meſs, |, 
Than to dine on the belt diſh Olympus cou'd dreſs.” 

| ove ſilance proclaims, his curls awfully ſhakes, 
And on Ida eſtabliſh'd a Club of Bzgr STaxts, * 


C1 


ö When Juno, that inſtant, a female peal rung, - 
In Fove's hand the Bowl ſhook, the Toaſt dy'd on 
his tongue; . | 2 
gut commanding a Cloud, like a Curtain to fold, 
He embrac'd her within it, and filenc'd the Scold. 
In practice, ye Huſbands, put Jupiter's plan, 
And keep your Wives 9 well as you can. 
| 4 
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Tune, — A Begging we will go. 


OME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, N | 
And let us merry be, 
Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. | 
And a ſailing we will go. 


Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 
But we go better-when we've brought 


Ihe fore tack to cat head. | 


The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, : 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe 
When we are giving chace. | \ 


When horrs and ſhouts the foreſt rend, | 
His pack the huntſman cheers, 
As loud we hollow when we ſend 


. A broadſide to Mounſeers, 


The what's-their-names, at uproars ſqual, 
With mulic fire and ſoft, 
But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 
"2 All hands, all hands aloft ! | 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 

But Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. - | 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts,- or our wives, 
And then, my boys, horft ſail for more, 
- "Thus paſſes ſailors lives. | 
And a failing we will go. 


PRE- 
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Tune, —1:thout yu will promiſe, nay, ſwear to be true. 


Nezartitupe's.crime worſe than witchcraft i is nam'd, 
A neglect to repay what we owe; 
Of ſuch an omiſſion we muſt be aſham'd, 
I'm aſham'd ſuch omiflion to ſhew. 


But when the alarm of an earthquake was ſpread, 
All London ſcem'd running away; 

Unſafe the fine gentleman fancy'd his = . 
And tumbl'd out, trembling, to pray. 


No Sunday-throng'd routs then politeneſs diſgrac'd, 
But each to the Temple repairs; 

The delicate, dreſs'd molt immenſely in taſte, * 
Attempted to ſpell out their prayers. E 


Under beds, into cellars, up chimneys, in e 
As rabbits to burrows will fly; 
The free-thinkers ran, they believ'd then in ſouls, 
And blubbering,—begg'd not to die. 


But when Apprehenſion had labour'd in Vain, 
And Safety ſtopp'd Penitent's din, | 

Religion was quitted, for even, is the main, 
*Tis church time, my dear, we'll cut in. 


Before that Rebellion at Culloden led, 14 

Pale Terror took towns in the South; + 7 -- - 
Laugh ſeem'd to want Mirth, nay, Debauch err — 

fy Clamour was down in the mouth, 


Then ſoldiers were welcom'd, as ſoldiers mould be, 
Nay, embrac'd, as the prop of the land; „ 
And Engliſhmen grateful, from Prejudice free, 
— bra' bonny Scots by the hand, 


( w8 ) 


But fince—may nis Memory Britons preſerve, 
Who gave to Invafon Defeat; 

In Peace. we permit our own Soldiers to ſtarye, 
But can't bear a Scotchman ſhould eat. 


E'er Mahomet cou'd the Turk's Miſſion begin, Bt. 
Arch Gabri'l came down as his gueſt; 
He purify'd Mecca's Profeſſor from ſin, 


Extracting a Speck from his breaſt. 


That Spot we are born with, *tis Jealoufy's Core, 
Mortality's Pain ard Diſgrace; 

Pluck it out, and to hinder its hurting you more, 
EuurArio apply in its place, _ | 


r —_— 


re 06 
Tune,—Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray. 


OME Neighbours, Neighbours, drink about, - 
+ Have done with Party's pother, | 
Liſt not, ye Lads, to Uproar's rout, 

On one ſide nor on t'other. 
The Winners laugh, the Loſers rail, 
Thus Faction ever dins, Sir; / 
Inſanity tells Folly's tale, 
The Outs will at the Ins, Sir. 


5 Oh, Common Senſe! once, more deſcend 
| To ſave this Iſe from finking ; | 
Be once again Britannia's friend, 
And ſet her Sons to thinking? | 
No more by Knaves let us be ſchool'd, | | 
But teach us how to read em, | 
Nor let well-meaning Men be fool'd 
By Privilege and Freedom. 


Where's Freedom ?—point out how and when | 
We have enjoy'd that Bounty? 4 
When Magna Charta—aye, Amen, 
But tel me where's her County ? 


— 
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iy where our * fecur'd, 
Where Lale Re fe 


ofſeffing ; 
Then, Brother 45 
The Gaus Ac is a Bleſſing. 


ntons, be aſſur'd 
Lov'd Lis ER T] celeſtial Maid! 
Which way ſhall we addreſs thee? 
You're England's Genius, it is ſaid, 
And Engliſimen poſſeſs thee ? 
We boaſt too much about this fair, 
For, nightly, tho' we toaſt her, 
I wou'd not have you, friends, deſpair— 
But, faith, I fear we've loſt her, 


Like Hamlet's ghoſt, *Twas here ! "tis gone ! 
And only to be gueſs'd at; 
As maidenheads, when loſt and won, 
Are what the winners jeſt at. 
In vain the Goypess opes her arms, 
No more her arms we're wooing ; 
Licentiouſneſs has Harlot's charms, 
Which tempt to our undoing. 


Wit, Beauty, Sciences, and Arts, 
Are all become dependant; 

We're neither free in heads nor hearts, 48 

We're ſlaves, and there's an end on't. 

It was, aud ever will be ſo, 
Each fetter'd to ſome Folly ; 

And, all the Liberty we know, — 
Is—drink ! and let's be jolly, 


* 


H O N © UTR. 
Tune,—Confufion to him who a Bumper denies. 


UR Reck'ning we've paid, here's to all bon a, 
The decks we have clear'd, and 'tis time we ſhou'd 


K» 


— 


— 


1 
A coach did you ſay? No! I'm ſober and ſtrong, 
Waiter! call me a _— he'll light me along, 

EK p | "ry" 


a | 
/ Obſequious the dog with his dripping torch bows 
Your 11 Fack, Sir, your honour act knows. 


For the ſake of the pence thus he'll honour me on, 
Gold duft ſtrews the race. ground where all honour's won, 


Hold your light up !/—what half. naked objects here lye, | 

Thus huddled in heaps ?—Good your honour / they cry; - 
To poor creatures, your honour, ſome chari'y ſhare; 

- Honour's phraſe is Neceffity's common-place prayer. 


Young periſhing out-cafts thus nightly are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too poor to be own'd, 
For he, in theſe times, wou'd be laughed to ſcorn, 
Who diſtreſs wou'd aſſiſt, yet expect no return. 35 


With courtier- like bowing the ſhoe-cleaners call, 
And offer'd their bruſh, ſtool, and ſhining black ball; 
Japanning your honour, theſe colouriſts plan, i! 
And, y, ſome honours may want a japan. 


To varniſh the Taſte is,—as caſes from duſt, 
Each picture now glares with a * cruſt; 7 | 


. Nay, ſome ladies faces are colour'd like blinds, 
While men uſe japanning which-maſquerades minds, 


Of Honour, of Freedom, yet England can boaſt, 
And Honour and Freedom's an Engliſhman's toaſt; _ # 
May Infamy ever Deferters attend, 

But honours crown thoſe who our xoxours defend. 


— — }u—__ — K» — 1 _ 


TS OOLS-HALL 
1 ; Tune, Tie Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone, 
Orp Homer nodded ou ago, | 
And modern bards oft” ſleep we know; 
Tpbey doze to dream, and dream to write, | 
L. Nas thus with me the other night. 
Sleeping by all ſomnif'rous rules, | 
-, Methought'twas in the hall of fools; 5 ; 
More properly the place to call, 
The learned ſay, it was Fools-Hall, 


_ 


„ 


3 


( 
There Billingſgate, with front of braſs, 
And Faction, rode on braying aſs; 
While ſcurril' Banter leer'd along, | 
With face buffoon, and loll'd-out tongue: 

| Riot there, with mouth ſtretch'd wide, 

On a drunkard ſat aſtride ; 
s Spangled LR op'd the ball, 
. And Nonſence echo'd round Fools- Hall, 


Credulity, the dupe of lies, 
Stupidity in Thought's diſguiſe; 
Dullneſs came in hood and cowl, 
| | Solemn as the broad-fac'd owl ; 

d | | Quirk and quaintneſs hand in hand, 

In Lawyer's gown, and pleader's band ; 
On tiptoe Pride o'erlook*'d them all, 
While Scandal flew about Fools-Hall. 


Baſe Scribblers arm'd with white and black, 
To ſhine or ſoil, to heal or hack, 

9 With ſtone- blind Ignorance ſtood next, 
And pedants tearing Shakeſpeare's text: 

There Prejudice the day denies, 
With hands held up before his eyes; 
l| - Pert Diſſipation welcom'd all, 

2 0 | She kept it up within Fools-Hall, 


| With Vanity blind Zeal was pair'd; 
Hypocriſy their profits ſhar'd; 
Fraud, pimp-like, Superſtition led, 
But hood-wink'd to Impoſture's bed: 
Miſs Afefation made the rout, - 
Debauck the ſick' ning feaſt lat out: 
| While Dofors-waited Symtom's call, 
T7 Difeaſe's vapours fill d Fools- Hall. Þ 


The ſtupid heirs of much-muck'd land, 

With wheezing gluttons throng'd the Strand ; 
| Great ſport they hop'd, they long'd to 
- ry Y Dien | 

| _ ©  Heedleſs what vici 'twas to be: % 

But wealthy dunces joke the beſt. 

On Merit, when tis molt diſtreſo d; 
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While ſots, while coxcombs great and ſmall, 
Paraded, grinning, round Fools- all, 


Plain Truth appear'd, but at the ſight 
bey ſhriek'd, they cou'd not bear the fright ; 

The Cx v confin'd him in the ſtocks, 

And Virtue prov'd not orthodox: 

Honour the pariſh paſs'd away, 

And Wit was gagg'd for Folly's play ; 

Deſerted Beauty, mock'd by all, | 

The beadle's whip drove from Fools- Hall, 


'erwhelm'd with what I ſaw, I wept, 
And, happily, no longer ſlept; 
Malice, methought, had {py'd my tears, 
Expoſing me to Party's ſneers, 
Who ile d, and ſhov'd me thro' the throng; 
I *woke, as I was dragg'd along, — 
Here's Women, Wine, and Health to all, 
Who ſcorn the crouds which fill Fools-Hall. 


n 
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POLIT1CS 


Tune, ITis a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps it is twain, 


S an Engliſhman ought, I wiſh well to my King, 
As an Engliſhman ought, for my country I'll ſing, 
And my mind I will tell, tis a kingdom to me, 


Hy his Birthright a Briton dares think and ſpeak free. 


My Hearts of oak, ſtoutly you call out for Freedom, 

And Liberty, Property, — really we need em; 

But don't quite ſo loud, againſt brib'ry exclaim, 

Rogues will buy, but who fells, Sirs ? then pray who's 
* ©toblamer- 


Ye noiſe-making, ſaſh-breaking, lacqueys of factions, 
Ye inſane diſturbers, who're bit by diſtractions, 
Think what you're about, when the loudeſt you baw], 
Not a man that you're mad for but laughs at ye all, 


_ __— 


( 18g })- 
Who patriots were once, now are riots no more, ED 
And what has been, certainly may be, encore; : 
Nay, have not ſome buſtlers confeſs'd their intentions, 
They open'd their mouths until Mun popp'd in 
penſions. 


j To be wife is is the word; how that word comes about 
| Is, —the wiſe are thoſe in, and the otherwiſe out; | 
So ſmall's the diſtinction betwixt one another, | 
| When Outs become Ins, then they're wiſer than t'other, 


The world has, without one exception, a rule, 

The rich Man's a wiſe man, the poor man's a fool; 

| , And fooliſh-is he, faith, ſince money's the teſt, 
Who attempts not to get what will get all the reſt. - 


Attend and depend thro' the year, ſo you may, 

And begin, waſte and end the next juſt the ſame way; 
As to promiſe on promiſe ſuch ſchemes I condemn ; 
Folks will not ſerve us unleſs we can ſerve them. 


| \ Let us now ſerve ourſelves, fill our glaſſes, fill high, _ 
| We'll laugh when we're pleas'd, and we'll drink when 


we're dry.; 
And we'll drink the King's health, tis the beſt toaſt 
of all— 
* Here's our Lord of the Manor in Liberty-hall. 20 
——ĩß53ß—ß—— — — — — 


A CARICATURE. 


Tune. Tolher day as I fat in the fycamore ſhades 


Li AN's all contradiftion, a medly machine, 
Now this thing, and now he is that; 

To- day all in ſpirits, to-morrow all ſpleen, a 

The next, knows not what to be at. | 


| When in love,—how he labours the prize to obtain, 
25 If luck'ly, he draws Beauty's lot, 
He'll hate what he has, nay, poſſeſſion's a pain, 
And he's mad to have what he has not. 


9 —_— 
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"When the wind's in the Eaſt, ſad and ſick of his life, 


As if under ſpell of Queen Mab; _. 
He is always at home Sir John Brute to his wife, > 
Abroad, Jerry Sneak to his drab, | 


At the tavern he'll prove all religion is 
And laughs at Eternity's 83 my 
But in bed, when alone in the dark, how he'll ſtart 
If a mouſe only moves in the room, 
He ſwears, aye, and loudly, that he will be free, 
Nay, die, e er his country diſgrace ; 
Confuſion to Miniſters! drinks on his knee, 
- Then, rifing, runs off for a place. 


Wives, ſiſters, or daughters, . wherever he ſtays, 
A prey for debauch he intends ; | 


Proper gratitude thus for his welcome he pays, 
I is right to be fond of one's friends. 3g 
Shou'd pique prompt his ſpouſe to retaliate in kind, 
He'll bellow. death, vengeance, and all; 
My piſtols bring uick /—but, quick changing his mind, 
On his P r, imprimis, he'll call. | 


When maudlin at night, as tis nightly the caſe, 


How loving the creature appears; 


| While drops from dim eyes trickle down his ſmear'd 


face, 


And hickups keep time to his tears. 


Fooliſn friendſhips he'll proffer, and fulſome repeat, 
But the zeal of the night ſnor'd away; 

For his intereſt, indeed, he to-morrow may meet, 
If not, he don't know you next day. 


Not the beſt of us all, not a man is exempt, 
If ourſelves we impartially ſcan; 


We are objects for Pity, or elſe for Contempt; 


Miſconduct is maſter of man, 


* 


(ns) "i 
As againſt our own wills we are tumbled to town, 
So reluctant again we go out; | P 


In chacing and changing that will up and down, 
We Viſdomites blunder about. Fr 


Still blunder we muſt, and we're born but to dye, 

And as wiſe in the dark as the light; | 

But drinking, my bucks, all miſtakes we defy ; 
Here's a bumper to prove ourſelves right. 


- 


— — 


— — oo 


B E AUME DE VIE. 
Tune, — Tuo Gods of great Honour. 


A RIADNE one morning to Theſeus was turning, 
When miſling her man, to the beach down ſhe flew; 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe faw far off, ſailing, R 5 
His ſhip fore the wind leſs'ning {wift to her view 3 
She tore her fine hair, beat her breaſt in defpair, 
Spread yo arms to the ſkies, and ſunk down in'a 
ſwoon, | 
When Bacchus, midſt ther, begg'd leave of his father 
To comfort the lady, Fove granted the boon, „ 


Then gladly deſcending, her ſorrows befriending, 
His 7hyrf:s he ſtruck gainſt the big- belly d earth, 
When o'er ihe ſmooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 
A ſpring of champaign at her head bubbled forth; 
She, wak'd with the ſcent, gave her ſorrow full vent, 
Yet to drink was determin'd, exhauſted by tears; 
She taſtes her champaign, licks her lips, taſtes again, 
And feels herſelf ſuddenly freed from her fears, 


As ſtill ſhe kept ſipping, her heart lightly leaping, 
She look'd upon The. as a pitiful eilt; 
Wine turn'd her to finging, in hopes it wou'd bring in 
A lover, —'twas lonely to drink by herſelf: | 
The God, her adorer conſeſs'd, ſtood before her, 
She hail'd the celeſtial, ſhe welcom'd the gueſt; 
Champaign ſtopp'd reſiſtance, ſhe kept not her diſtance, 
But jollily claſp'd the young buck to her breaſt, 
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Zach girt given over, betray'd by her lover, * 

+ To hartſhorn, to ſalts, or ſalt- water may fly; 

But we've an elixir will properly fix her, 9 
If properly ſhe'll the preſcription apply: 

The recipe's wholſome, "tis Beauty's beſt Balſam, _ 
For which we refuſe though to pocket a ſee. 


* 
% 22 


| 1 rw we give it, girls grateful receive it, 


So here's to the practice of Love's Beaume de Vie. 


3 — 


— 


THE NORFOLK FARMER. 


Tune,—1'm marry'd, and happy, with wonder hear this, 


HEN the early cock crows at the day's dappF a 
dawn, , 
And ſoaring lark through the air trills, 
E'er yet the warm Sun drinks the dews from the lawn, 
Or vapours uncover the hills; 


While ploughmen are whiſtling, as furrows they turn, 


+» And ſhepherds releaſing their care, 
I riſe to unkennel, at ſound of the horn, 
Or courſe, With my greyhounds, the hare, 


In 1 obſerving my huſbandmen ſow, 


hen ſee how my yearlings go on; 
Sometimes, riding round, mark my turnip-men hoe, 
Or in barn what my threſhers have done, 
At home, with the parſon, bout markets I prate, 
His tythes, though I never delay ; 
We properly each ſhould maintain in his ſtate, 
The vineyard-man's worthy his pay. 


My milk-maidens, morn and eve, 'dairy-cows preſs, 
For cuſtards, cream, puddings, and cheeſe ; 

My daughters keep market in neat but plain dreſs, 
And dame too—but tis when ſhe'll pleaſe, 

We never for maſter or miſtreſsſhip ſtrive, 
But man and wife's lot ſhare and ſhare; 


As Gratitude tells us, in Friendſhip we live, 


Do ſo, ye Crim. Cons. if ye dare. 


= 


(17 } © 
My poultry is all by my good woman bre = 
#50 rf th gives roots for my health, 7 70 
For — b. . bullocks on beſt fodder fed, 
Yet pinch not the poor for my wealth, 
I've plenty of game in my copſes and woods, 
My flock on its thyme feeding thrives; 


With fiſhes well ſtor'd are my ponds and my floods, 
And honey from yon' row of hives, 


What grateful return is to Induſtry made? 
What reward have the bees ang. their toil ? 

We boaſt of our x1Gurs, yet, their rights we invades 
And ſeize on their labours as ſpoil, 

But Fuftice to Power is only a name, 
Great fiſhes devour the ſmall ; 

Great birds, and great beaſts, and great men do the Lame, 
Till Death, the grand robber, robs all. 


Content ſpreads my cloth, and ſays grace after meaty 
While Welcome attends at my board; 

No. outlandiſh mixture diſguiſes my treat, 
My wine my own orchards afford. 

With a glaſsin my hand, to church, country, and king, 
I drink, as a ſubjett ſhould do . : 

Perhaps my dame ſmiles, then one ſong I mult ſing, 

So, Sir, if you pleaſe, pray do you. 


— _— _ 2 „ — — 


THE AU erte 3 
Tune—Pho ! pox on this nonſenſe, I prithee give oer. 
'LL ftrive to ſing ſomething, yet would not do wrong, 


Will you pleaſe to accept of a common _ ſong 3 
This wodd' like an auction for ſelling and ſhewing, 


Truth, Friendſhip, and. Gratitude,—going ! a going ! 


They are going but how ? not by hammer knock d ® 
down, | | 
No, no! out of taſte, they mult go out of town, 


* ( 1:8 } 
Such tuff would our dear diſſipation encumber, 
They are ſhipp'd off for ſea, and exported as lumber, 
Preferment put up! who bids? I, I, 1, I; 

Such a noiſe it has made we the lot muſt put by: 


At the name of Preferment if uproar is heard, 
No wonder ſuch clamour againſt the preferr'd. 


Confuſion, and eke Contradiction its mate, | 
Fill our heads with, —I don't know what politic prate; 
As all to be in, ſuppoſe equal pretences, 

Of Innings when Kl „they re out of their ſenſes. 


Yet, ſeriouſly, Sirs, this world's not ſo bad, 
Some women are chaſte, and ſome men are not mad; 
But where do they live? 'tis not worth while to try, 
They are ſuch fort of folks other folks can't live by. 


How eaſy is weakneſs by wickedneſs turn'd, 
Unworthineſs welcom'd, and worthineſs ſcorn'd; 
The female ſex charge not with proſtitute vice, 
Mankind will be bought come but up to their price. 


All men and their meaſures tis eaſy to ſee, 

No parties, but parties of pleaſure for me; 
Let this fide, or that fide, or both ſides be mad, 
We know no diſtinction but good men and bad. 


Will any here heſitate how they declare? 

Qr, toaſt the good people at home and elſewhere 
Their country, complexion, religion, or wealth, 

We need not, but drink tothe HoxesT Man's HEALTH. 


— }-__ 


— — — — — 
Py 


mort LL: 


Tune,—On a Time 1 was great, now little am grown. 


USH the bottle about, name the toaſt, and away, 
With wine be our ſentiments flowing ; 

We idly grow old while we drinking delay, 

Be merry, my bucks, and keep doing. 


( w9 ) 
Keep doing I ſay, fill it up to the brink, | 
- ?Tis a trouble to talk, tis a trouble to think, 
*Tis a trouble—no, no!—tis a pleaſure to drink. 
Prithee ring, we mult have to'ther bottle, 


Our claſſic is Bacchus, his volumes prefer, 
To all that's in old Ariftotle; | 
But why, with quotations, ſhould we make a ſtir ? 
We'll {tir about briſkly the bottle, 
A fool once to find how the world could go round, 
eap'd into the deep where the puppy was drown d, 
But deep had he drank, he the lecret had found, 
Sh: Such wonders are work'd by a bottle, 


The ſportſman arons'd' when the horn harks away, 
Shrill echo tantwivy repeating, 

His warm wiſhing wife clings around him to ſtay, 
But ſhouts put to ſilence entreating. | 

Yet what is his chace to the chace that we boaſt ? 

So, ho! here's a bumper, hark, hark! to the toaſt. 

Hit it off, and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhould be loſt, 

And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 


Let Heroes or Neroes run mad after Fame, 
We're charg'd and rang'd ready for battle; 
Let Placemen perplex, and let Patriots declaim, 
Let both be indulg'd in their prattle; 
But preachers'&'er liquor we always confute, 
Without 'tis the toaſt, at our meetings we're mute, 
For what, with our wine, can be worth a diſpute, 
| Except 'tis a thort-mealure bottle. 


Shou'd ſickneſs with ſadd'ning captivity join, 
The ancients I'll equal in thinking; | 
But all my philoſophy ſhou'd be my wine, * 
Deſpair I defy when I'm drinking, > 4 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or, bailiff-like,. dare he ruſh into my room, 
I'd try for one moment to tip him a hum, 7 
While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle, 4 


THE 
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THE MASQUERADE. 
. | 


Oz, LABOUR IN VAIN. 


Tune, —Mafks All. 


NCE Jupiter's lady, call'd Juno the ſcold, 
At toilet imagin'd herſelf to look old; 
In a pet put a veil on to hide her diſgrace, 
Then ſcheem'd how each beauty ſhou'd ſhadow her face, 
| Sing tantararara maſks all, 


Firſt England review'd, there, amaz'd, madam ſaw 
Many faces and forms without failure or flaw ; 
Then others diſcover'd whoſe features were ſpread, 
All taſty, all paſty, with cauſtics of lead. 


Thoſe laſt pleas'd the Queen, who declar'd with a ſmile, 
The Folly of Faſſizon ſhould lead in this Iſle; 

The great gifts of Jove they were dup'd to deſpiſe, 
And natural Beauty by Art they diſguiſe, 


Tis an Empire, ſhe ſaid, of dreſs, drinking, and ſong ; 
Of bathing—becauſe we are bit by Bon Ton: 7 
Her ſcheme, ſhe-foretold, would ſucceed with the town, 
For whatever's imported mult always ga down. 


A card flew to Pan, who was {kill'd in theſe matters, 
To model ſome maſks from the portraits of ſatyrs; 
Of Proferpine alk*'d Merry Andrew's ſhade, 

Without a buffoon there is no maſquerade, 


5 Pale Miſs Afeftation was order'd, in haſte, 

"BEI Jo dreſs up the phantom, and call the thing Tafte; 
1 Then taught it to talk, juſt one phraſe and no more, 
Do you know me ? it ſqueak'd, do you know me? encore. 


N "Twas the Thing, for 'twas foreign, it muſt be ador'd. 
H It gagg'd depos'd Wit; when will Hit be reſtor'd? 

Wien Engliſimen thus. it was Truth bid me ay, 

w_ Vill fhew to their own underſtandings fair play. 


7 ; * 
N 
The world is no more than one vaſt maſquerade, 
Where, by beſt concealments, beſt fortunes are made ; 


But why ſhould Plain Dealing pretend to complai 
Reformation to labour . in vain. plan, 


Sing tantararara maſks all, | 
THE MARQUIS OF GRANBY. 
; Tune, - anbuy. 
. Auſtria and Pruſſia, France, Flanders, and 
Ruſſia, : 


Have heroes who claim an attention; | 
On the long liſt of Fame, as I look'd at each name, 
A Briton I thought ſhe ſhould mention. 
A man among men, who was worthy her pen, Me ; 
Nor could ſhe doubt who mult the man be; | 
As I ſaw not the whole, ſhe unfolded the ſcroll, 
And on top ſtood the Marquis of Granby. 


Old Time ſhook his ſcythe, as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
His iron teeth dreadfully grated; | | 
Yet the ſad- looking crone clear'd his brow from a frown, ; 
When Fame had my buſineſs related. ES 
The cheeks of the churl, with a ſmile, ſeem to curl, 
And cheerfully anſw'ring as can be, | 
Say, ſingle-lock'd ſeer, © Sir, this point's pretty clearz 
« We all lov'd the Marquis of Granby.” 


By order of Fate I was bid to tranſlate 
That hero to happier ſtation; _ Ps, 
6 The trumpet of Fame ſhook the air to proclaim 
« Her Granby's beatihcation. 
« He ſhines now a ſtar, _— the planet of war, 
Illuſtrious ſoldier befriend us, | 
Be thy influence our ſhield, and, when dar'd to the held, 
May thy martial ſpirit attend us. 


2 


1 60 | 
1 Grief, away with your tears, ſee his lineage appears, 


We remember thoſe looks, and adore 'em ; | 

: ſhall hive in our love, and, my life on't, they prove 

F As brave as the brave man before em: 

1 What more can we ſay ? but the Granby's huzza! 
Encore ! loud and loud as loud can be; — 

| To the brim fill it up, it is Gratitude's cup, 


Off it goes, Io the offspring of Granby, 


1 — —— — — 


| CONCLUSION OF THE HUMBUG. 
| To the fame Tune. 


HE ſages of old, and the learn'd of this day, 
| | Fa, la, las 
About life and living have ſaid and will ſay, 
i - Fa, la, la. 
About and about it, about and about, : 
They ev'ry thing lay, but can make not lung out. 


Fa, la, la. 


Rail on if you pleaſe, when the knowing-ones win, > 
Yet half the world ſtrives to take 'tother half in ; , 
But all ſchemes concluded, and loſs and gain ſumm'd, 

Both bers and bubbles are equally wane | 


Let thoſe who will hunt after fame, and ſuch dreams, 

Break their reſt, necks, or hearts, in the chace of thoſe 
& ſchemes; 

Shou'd they what they wiſh to be ever become, 

They will find all they long'd for, alas! but a hum, 


By terror of parents, or tempted by gain, 
The lady reſigns to ſome jeſſamy ſwain; 
MWhen huſbands ſuch delicate creatures become, 
4 When huſbands! no, no! for tis there lies the hum, 


(„ 

When Beauty, all brilliant, ſnines Queen of the ring, 

Such grace, and ſuch taſte, and ſuch—oh! fs the 
thang ! | 

How happy her huſband he may be, but m 

For Pas} — ſuch happinels is but a hum. * 


What rout 'mong the rich at an only ſon's birth, 
And what a parade when papa's put in earth; 
Go caſt up, who pleaſes, Felicity's ſum, 
From birth unto burial the total's a hum. 


The Profit of life is out-ballanc'd by coſt, 
Joy ever muſt be in ſatiety loſt, 


Fa, la, la. 


It is. it has ſlipp'd me, what 'tis I'd be at, 
So a bumper I'll drink, there's no humbug in that. 
| ME Fa, la, la. 


s IL. 1 


Tune, — By the gayly circling Glaſs. 


LEE, thou leaden, lazy God, 
What's thy balm for Sorrow's wound ? _ . 

What thy reſtorative rod, 25 

Can it render wretches found ? 
Not thy wand, —no, no; 'tis' wine, 

Wine can all diſtreſs defy; 

Ecce Signum, here's the ſign, 
Don't believe me, drink and try. 


Let the reſtleſs Sleep invoke, 
Sleep which cacatrizes Care ; 
Let—but, I ſay, Slzep's a joke, 
 Wine's the doſe againſt Deſpazr: 
What we have been ?—why, farewell! 
What we might be !—we'll not think... 
What we ſhall be !—who can tell? 
Here we are, and here we'll drink, 


H 
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When my face deep wrinkles ſeize, 
And my head With ally ſhakes; | 
When ——4 gout benu —* the knees, 
And * voice, once manly, breaks ; 
When the ſunken cheek ſhews pale, 
And the hollow eyes blear dim ; 
When the car and mem'ry fail, 
And ynnerv'd each wither'd limb, 


Then repining, then I'll fay, 

Life, alas ! ts all a cheat ! 
When I've nothing left to pay, | 
Exvious, then, abuſe the treat: 2 
Soon or late, but late's-too foon, 
Who will truſt to-morrow may: 


Thinking one out of tune, 
Leet us fink nk, my lads to-day. 


by day, and night by ts 
ns ful jubelees we kee 
Life we — by delight, 
Tell me, —have we time to ſleep? 
Preſent time is in our power, 
And the means that time 1 improve: 
Taſte it, tis Enjoyment's hour, 
Pledge me, lads, in Mine and Low. 


Let the glaſs, and laſs be kiſs'd, 
Let not coyneſs chill the ſcene ; 
To excule, or to reſiſt, 
Is high treaſon to Love's Queen. 
Pouting lips, and panting breaſts, 
Preſſing, mingling, murm'ring join; 
Wine inſpiring Beauty's gueſts, 
Pledge me, lacls, lis Love and Wine. 


THE 
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THE LONDON HUNT. 
Tune,—Come ron ſe, Brother Sport nen, Sc. 
Tuo far from field ſports, we will feld ſports 


apply 
Hark! hark ſocial ſportſmen, hark forward and try; 
Nor think we want game, tho* we're ſetil'd in town, 
It's follies are game, which we here will hunt down. 


We break cover firſt, and throw off *mong the great, 
By babblers ſurrounded, call'd Flatt'res of State; Y: 
Whip them off, for they're vermin unworthy a chace, 
Their Patron's diſhonour, and bounty's diſgrace, 


Like pageants, the Nimrods of Nabobs behold! 

*Midft all they have purchas'd by ſtrange gotton gold 
Tho' large packs of livery couples they own, 

When Conſcience ſtarts up, can they all hunt it down? 


In French varniſh'd chariots ſee Quacks draw along, 
Like Death, looking down on their victims, the throng ; 
With tales of their med'cines each paper abounds, — 
Hunt their noſtrum ;—no, no !—they wou'd poiſon our 
hounds, 


Diſappointment againſt the ſucceſsful exclaims, 
And Envy will always make Uproar call names: 
Thoſe peſts of the public to C make court, 
To kennel ſuch curs, for they only ipoil ſport. 


The Outs gainſt the Ins will for ever take aim, | 
And Miniſters muſt be the multitude's game; W 
Tis tempeſts and tides which preſerve the pure ſea, / 
We ſoon ſhou'd be ſtagnate it all ſhou'd agree, 


Beat about for freſh ſport, thro' yon?” hall let us draw, 

It abounds in black game, and that game is the Law z 

Call the dogs off, I ſay;,—there nothing to do,— 

It you meddle with them, they'll ſoon turn and hunt 
you, 
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We're at fault, but whoſe is it ? come, ſportſmen, 
try back, | | 

Hark to Honeſty, that's the prime hound in our pack; 

We are all ſound and ſtaunch, for a briſk burſt prepare, 

Talio! *tis a bumper, —fill free and drink fair. in 


Here's the Queen of our Hunt, tis Britannia's our boaſt ? 
Old England for ever / let that be the toaſt ; | 
See a freſh bottle ſtarts, one view hollow; —huzza! 
The Fox brufh, and Beauty's bruſh, bruſh them away, 


”— lh. 


— 


THE | MAX. 
 Tune,—How pleaſant the meads were, how joyful the ſcene. 


T is he who's unaw'd by the ſound of a name, 
Yet harbours no hate in his breaſt; 

What his betters may do he pretends not to blame, 

As he hopes they do all for the beſt: 

To the King he is juſt, to his country he's true, 

And true to his friend and his glaſs; 

A ſportſman who always with ſpirit comes thro', 

And ne'er baulk'd a leap, nor a laſs. 


No office he flatters, compounds with no cheat, 
But ever takes Honeſty's part ; 

Compaſſion awaits on his Juſtice's ſeat, 
And Charity tenants his heart : 

When a love-laden laſs with contrition appears, 
For girls are enſnar'd like the game; 

His tenderneſs turns not away from her tears, 

His pity prevents her from ſhame. 


To Game- alls he fancies our Liberty yields, 
So ſets their infliftions aſide ; 
Protection allows not to vermin in fields, 


Which is to the free-born deny d. 


x L 
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Suppoſe a young idler at birds ſhou'd take aim, 
Or puſs take, perhaps, in a ſnare, 

Muſt Eng/:/hmen's birthright be forfeit for game, 
And man made a ſlave for a hare ? 


If ſticks from the hedge of his honour are found 
In the lap of the big belly'd poor, 

While {leet fills the air, and deep ſnows on the ground, 
And Miſery groans at the door; 

Humanity tells him to ſeek out the cauſe, 
Which prompted Diſtreſs to turn thief; 

Convinc'd 'twas mere want, he awakes not the laws, 

But ſtops future crimes by rehef. 


This, this is the Man, uncorrupted he ſtands, 
To Baal who ne'er bow'd the knee; 
Unmortgag'd, enjoys all his anceſtor's lands, 
And ever lived debtleſs and free. 
Yes, yes, this is He, this the Man to my mind, 
The Man who no party can ſnare; | 
Shall I - you, my friends, where this Man you may 


n | 
I wou'd—if I could but tell where. 


— 
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Tune, — An Afr, an Aſs, 
FILE people call'dpoets,in blank verte or thyme, 


Pindarics or epics compote, 


And celebrate heroes in ſonnets ſublime, 
My ſubject is, ſimply, —y ngſe. 

The large noſe and long one; thereby hangs a tale, 
A tail the old ſcholiaſts fuppole ; 7 

Ex —_ nafo—but abr may fail, 
1 


it, in faith, 


y my noſe, _ 
H 3 


Sy » k 
The boys of Conceit bluſhing Merit deride, 
For coxcombs are Modefty's foes ; 


I challenge the ſons and the daughters of Pride- 
To move ſuch a muſcular noe. 


Prometheus, 'tis ſaid, form'd our animal clay, 
For quick ning to Æther he roſe ; 
I fear that ſome prentice, when he was away, 


A litle aſide ſhov'd my nofe. 
I preſume,—but perhaps, tis preſumption to ſay, 


I even preſume to ſuppoſe, 
TI ſhould ſet mylelf up in the ſong-linging way, 
When I ought to ſet down with my no/e. 


My ſong therefore ends, now a toaſt with your leave 
May Wifdom our eouncils eompoſe, 

May Britons be friends, and forget and forgive, 
And at Faction each turn up his nd. 


_ _ 


e . 


Tune, — Ts cold flinty Heart it is you who have warm'd, 


HITE Winter has leſt us, with all its chill train, 
3 Spring puts forth it buds o'er the 
ain: : 
The birds their glad welcome by warblings expreſs, 
All Nature ſeems pleas'd at the change of her dreſs, 


Let us take example, and merrily ſing, 

Each moment at midnight to us is new Spring; 
Our green cover'd table, a garden for 4 
Our noſegays are bumpers we gather from bowls. 


With daiſies, with king-cups, the meadows are crown'd, 
But bloſſoms from Backus our verdure furroun ;- 

Tis Life—and ſuch Life too, which only Bucks know, 
As for Death we can talk about him when we go. 


( 9 ) 
When confin'd, no matter to us all the fun, 


The ſmart things we've ſaid, or the drol{ things we've 
done; 


Fature Fame's all a joke —I'm for Life's preſent treat, | 
What's to come may be queer, for To-morrow's a cheat. 


"Tis certain that, one by one, all muſt refi 

The poſt of true pleaſure, Health, Women, and Wing. 
Think, ladies, what Life is, and living improve, 
To bilk the baſe worms, beltow Beauty on Love. 


As we ought, we reflect on Life's pleaſure and pain, 
We have liv 4. drank, and lov'd, we'll repeat them again, 
While De/rres depend on Ability s aid 


But Faculty's failing, —here, Sexton, your ava 


I have ated from Inſtindt, I've liv'd 

As to Prudence—l1 — t ſay Leer drank wich? with hint; Wy 74 

With the Sun tho I've: drove round the bottle in tune, 

And have labour'd all * with Queen Midwife the 
Moon. 


As to ſins, - why, repentance will ſhorten our ſcore, 
The loweſt have hopes, and the higheſt no more; 

We ſpeak as we feel, and we act as we think, : 
And to men of ſuch methods a bumper we'll drink. 


Here's to thoſe who, like us, affefations defy, 

Not ſpendthrifts of life, nor like mifers would die: 
When call'd on to pay, calmly caſt up expence, 
And drink their an good journey re? Lake” 
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THE SQUABBLE. 
Tune,—Puſh the Bottle about, S⁊r. 


_ 
* 


O Ida one day, at Olympical feaſt, 1 
The. laſs loving Fove wes the hoſt, £ e by 
Who gayly propoſing a health to the belt, 
On Venus he fix'd for = toaſt, Sit; 

4 


( 2140 ) 


Each deity fmil'd as the glaſs went about, 

But, 2 Pallas her bumper thre w out, 

She ſpoke not, but ſeem'd by her manner to doubt 
The juſtice of toaſting Miſs Venus, 


* 


Her face looking pale like a ſpectre, 
« 'Fhe liquor was turning exceſſively four, 
The toaſt gave a fuſt to the nettar,” 
Minerua maliciouſly ſeconds Queen, 


Then 7uno broke ſilence, and yon by her power, 


- « I wonder, Ton, what it is you can mean, 
Sure other celeſtials are ſweet and as clean,” 


Though not quite ſo common as Venus, 


Dear M'em, replies Demireþ Dio, and bow'd, 
Your breeding juſt parrs your good-nature, 


But aſk the gods round, and, Nem. Con. tis allow'd, 


To all I'm ſuperior in future. 
To be ſure you're a prude, and enjoyment to ſpite, 
That ugly ſhield bear, as if lovers you'll fright, 
Enough, they are ſcar'd when they've once had a fight 
Of the old-maiden face of Minerva. 


Her ſov'reign and ſpouſe haughty Juno teize, 
And bed-ch omit Af. 1 

And you, Miſs Militia, as long as you pleaſe, 

May liſten to Sophiſters prating; - 

But I, who am Empreſs of Love and its laws, 

Who have immortals and mortals applauſe, 

Whoſe beauties —but beauty /quotk Vulcan) has flaws; 

When Mars knit his brow and look'd frowning. 


roſe in a rage, as he roſe though, he reed, 
And hiccups gave out by the hundred; 
Like artiſts on ice, to the right and left wheel'd, 
By Styx then he ſwore and he thunder'd : 
Two to one, Madam Ox-£ye, is very foul play; 


% Miſs Bxain-born | beg you'll diſpatch and away, 


„ Or what Paris told me of both, I ſhall ſay.” 
The goddeſſes went away grumbling, 


( 241 ) 
Come, eome! {ſays young Bacchus) pray, father, have 


done 
They are off; in the Milky-Way, walking, 
We'll drink and be merry, the goſſips are gone 
Of a ſong brother Pinebus was talking. 
A began, with the help of the Nine, 
ladies returning, natur'dly join, 
Such power has — 2 when mingl'd. with wine, 
All friendly were fuddled together. 


— 6 


THE PORTRAIT, 
Os,- LA, LA 4 


Tune, Colin and Phabe. 


E bibbers who ſip limpid Helicon's rill, 
Ye lords of large manors on Parnaſſus hill, 
Allow me, a ſcribler, to try at ſolfa, 


And languiſh, in liquids, a love-fong, la, Ia. 


The grubber in kennels for old iron ſeeks, . 

A grubber for thoughts ſcrubs the ſtreams ofthe Greeks ; 

With ſtumpy quils raking each claſſical ſpa, 77 

To pick up ſome ſimile fragments, la, la. 2 


I wou'd, if I cou d, with the muſes make free, 
But which of thoſe ſiſters will liſten to me? 
Attraction I want, their attention to draw, 7511 


As I'm old, they'll object, that it muſt be, la, la. 


Ye ladies of Lapland who beeſoms beſtride, 2 4 
Or, pair'd in witch whiſkeys, aſlant the moon ſlide; 
If fiends, or if friends, you have harneſgd to draw, 
Let me be poſtilion, and trot on la, la. . = 


_ Ground ivy has crown'd me inſtead of the bay, 
Right Holland's inſpires my rare roundelays ; 
Miſs Soap Suds I ting, by poetical law, 

To fits more than ſhirts we are put, la, la, la. 


i 
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Ye dabblers in diftichs wherever ye ſnore, 


On flock beds in cellars, or garrateers ſoar, 
Arouze from your blankets, aſſiſt me to draw 
My love's halt, three-quarters, and whole length, /a, la. 


Her eye-brows are crofs-bows, the bolts are her looks, 
With which my poor ſenſes are knock'd down like rooks; 
Her cheeks—but who can a compariſon draw ? | 
Not carmme,—no, no; ſhe has none! tis la, la 


Her lips! and ſuch lips, and ſuch kiſſes they gave, 
That Prudence was gagg'd, and ſent off as a {lave 
They found in my mind's magna charta a flaw; 
Non-ſuited my judgement, and caſt me, ra, La! 


Her neck has great grace, after meat and before; 
Her legs, but, alas! I muſt mention no more, 
For Decency, lately, has kept me in awe, 

So to ſay any more wou'd be, but paw, paw, paw, 


* 
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Tune Ve Lads who apfrove. 


HEN running life's race, we gallop apace, 
Each ſtrives to be firſt at the poſt; 
Mount Hop: with catch-weights, for Fame's give and- 
take plates, 4 | 
And pray what is Fame but a toaſt. 


The taſte of our days is poaching for praiſe, 
All men of their ſervices boalt ; 


The ladies by dreſs the ſame ardour expreſs, 


Each wou'd if ſhe cou'd be a toaſt. 


Both ſexes agree, over wine to be free, 
For Freedom's an Engliſhman's boaſt ; 

As freely we think, ſo as freely we drink, 
And a ſentiment give for a toaſt. 


( 143 ) 
What is life ? prithee ſay, but a glaſs and away, 
While Health is our ruddy-fac'd hoſt; 


But when we abulc him, were certain to loſe him, 
By taking too much of a toaſt. | 


Theſe common-place rhimes ſuit common-place times, 
Who now can of genius boaſt ?— 

Why, really, I think tis a ſcience to drink, 
And there's genius in giving a toaft, 


Even politics fail, altercation grows ſtale, 
Of what now can either fide b boalt ? | 
No matter to us, all their farce and their fuſs, 

Deſerves not the name of a toaſt. 


The riots and routs of the ins and the outs, 
Is only a newſpaper roaſt; 

Of cricket I ſing, in and out there's the thing, 
And there [I'll attempt a new toaſt. 


May our innings be long, may our bowling be ſtrong, 
Middle-wicket I chuſe for my poſt ; 

Come, bumper away, twixt the itumps your balls play, 
And win the game love—that's the toaſt. 


_ 1 — "I —_ th. 4 K» — — 
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THE WORCK. 


Tune; —The Schemes of my Sexe I abhor and aljure. 


HE world, and its works, which we "on to 
| forlake, 
Are good or bad, juſt as we hit or miſtake; 
We write and we wrangle, make parties and Pom 
As wiſe when we finiſſi as when we began; 
So let us laugh on, to be ſerious is ſad, EIT 
A man in his ſenſes wou'd now be thought „ 


Our ſenſes are bubbles in Vanity's fair, 
And men- children ſillily make a ſhew there. 


( 4 } 


Each mounting his hobby-horlſe. ſtarts for the race, 

Ex pects admiration, but ends in diſgrace; 

For ſo diſſipation our training has ſcheem'd, | 
The more we're look'd into, the leſs we're eſteem d. 


Behold the booth's ſhew-cloth to draw the crowd in, 
The ruſtics are wrinkl'd with epen-mouth grin, 

Each muſcle's. in motion at Andrew's grimace, 

Whe: tickles the throng till they puſh in for place; 
Pray tell me what more is the world's preſent plan, 
Than places to get in, and puſh who puſh can. 


The ſhirtleſs untrowzer'd: philoſopher's ſaws, 

Once obſolete Reaſon pretended were laws; 

But Inſtin& turn'd rebel, ſo Inftin# was try d, 

The Pafhtons were jurors, Nor Guilty ! they cry'd. 

— Sapience in ſchoels, Folly now is the mode, 
Truths ways want repairing, I'll ride the new road. 


My bottle's my hunter, I mount with a ſong, 

And ti-tup about like a Sunday-hack throng. 
Each raifes his portion of duſt for the day, 
And he who's a buck here will duſt it away. 
We'll laugh at the duſt which is made about town, 


And up with our bruſhers, to bruſh the duſt down. 


"BEEF AND A BUMPER. 
Tune, — Accept of my ditty without finding fault. 


ET thoſe who have nothing to do but to hear, 
And thoſe who have nothing to-do but to ſneer, 
 Glean Scandal from Infamy's ſtubble; 
Praife is but a vapour, and Cenſure the ſame, 
Go aſk of philolophers what they call Fame? 
Lis, Anglice, Vanity's bubble, | 


t/ 


. 
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This fcribbling, this pen-and-ink-itch is a crime, 

Yet heaven forgive each poor ſinner in rhime, | 
Condemn'd. to the penunance of thinking; j 

For what are all ſimiles to a 52 ? 

The flowing of fountains to filling of wine? 
Huzza ! for good cating i drinkin — 


The Sapphics ſo ſoft, the Pindarics fo rare, 

The Epics, Jambics, and ſuch ſort of fare, 
With many more names that are harder, 

To turtle, what ſignifies tytire tu? 

With claſſics I beg you'll have nothing to do, 
But ſtudy the ſtile of a Er. 


Parnaſſus and Pegaſus cold Hypocrene, 
Are — which 1 warrant give ſchool- boys the ſpleen, 
| And as to. the pedant 4 
Let him take his ſnuff, let his liſters drink tea, 
No coxcombs I want, Sir, no old maids for mey 
But Bacchus and V enus I'll follow. 


The choice ſpirit Horace compos'd lyric v 
Catullus and Ovid good {ſcholars — Po 
Cap, ſcan em, and conjugate clever; 
My fentuments are for a ſentiment toaſt, 3 
And ſyntax aboliſh for bak'd, boil d, and roaſt. 
So BEEF and a BUMPER for ever! 


ds N d. 


Tune, — Come pledge me, Love, Sc. 
] 99% RY my Love! how chang'd the ene, 


So late 8 er with ſnow; 
Now. ray d i in flower enamell'd green, 


How rich the medows ſhew, 
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For ſpite of Wealth or Power's controul, 


The good things we wonder at, rich people do, 


UL 4s ad . . - 
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The ſun creative pow'r reſumes, 
And warms the breezy air; | 
The burſting buds expand their bloom, 
While birds their neſts prepare, 


The herds and flocks on herbage feed, . 4 
Sweet Spring renews its pride ; 

The ice bound ſtreams from fetters freed, 
Now, tinkling, roll their tide. . 


On leafleſs boughs no candy d froſt 
In icycles appears; 

But as in grief, for winter loſt, 
Diſſolving into tears. 


Thus ſordid ſenſeleſs human kind 
But mere exiſtence prove; 

Till Beauty's ſunſhine ope's the mind, 
And melts the maſs to love. 


Or all the Wile can ſay, | 
Till Woman warms the frozen ſoul, 
We are but clods of clay. 


ner 
Tune, Since Life's but a Jeſt. 


Wonder! a Wonder! a Wonder I'll ſhew, 
You'll wonder indeed when this wonder you 


know ; 2 


We are wonderful high, and as wonderful low. 
Mich nobody can deny, 


We always are wond'ring at ev'ry thing new, 


Tis a Wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are true, 


( 


Some wonderful folks make a wonderful rout, 
While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder out, 
We wonder what blunderers can be about. 


One fide ſays the times are ſo good they are glad; 
The times, ſays the other ſide, ne er were ſo bad; 
No wonder if this fide or that fide is mad, 


For the times, I ſome patriot changes propoſe, — 
That our taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloaths 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes, 


Imprimis,—reflett on the taxes on wheels, 
On cards, and the claret we waſte at our meals; 
Thele grievances each party equally feels. 


To be ſure we muſt own 'tis curſed provoking, 
To ſee how ſome people their vices are cloak ing, 
While Virtue —but, neighbours, don't think I am 
joking. | EN 
For my grandfather ſaid, and his name's rever'd, 
That his father's father had often times heard, 
How Virtue, when he was a ſchool- boy, appear d. 


She fled without leaving behind her directions, 
T was in vain, ſhe obſerv'd, to oppole ſuch connexions, 
As turtle-feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections. 


You may think me ſevere, but indeed you think wrong, 
I promis'd a Wonder at firſt in my ſong, x | 
And the Wonder is How cou'd you liſten ſo long ? 

| Mich nobody can deny; 
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THE PARADMSA.. 
Tune, — Mile others ſtrive by pompous phraſe. 
ET thoſe attend who ſeck the choice 
Here, independent, we rejoice; 
We look, we like, we meet, we part, 
As inſtin& prompts the feeling heart: 
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While many groups miſcall'd the great, 
Surrounded by inſipid ſtate, 
The health of Peace abuſe. 
In Party's tumult, Pomp's fatigue, 
Place, Popularity's intrigue, 
Life's ſocial ſcenes they loſe. 


- 


The danglers at a birth-night's glare, 

As toy-ſhop figures, fin'ry wear, 

Like, winnow'd chaff ſhift to and fro', 

In all the fuſs and farce of ſhew : 

As flies to ſunſhine {pread their wings, 

So up and down theſe idle things pt; 
182 In courtly ſun- Beams play. 

The Nobles ſmile to ſee the train, 

Which, with a bluſh, they muſt maintain, | 

To garniſh Grandeur's day. 


Daughters of dignity and grace, 
Ye high-bred dames of haughty race, | 
What think you, midſt our di'mond blaze, 
Your croudad routs, and Gala days ? 
Tho! ſordid Flatt'ry's ſervile grin 
Extols your forms, is all within 3 
Fit for Contentment's doom ? 
Siſters of Faſhion laugh and love, 
Tho' round you all the Graces move, 
Yet how are things at home ? 


Your ſtucco'd cielings, emboſs'd plate, 
Your carpets, robes, and beds of ſtate, 
Where gold and filver cupids wove, 
Exhibit artificial love. — 

Can down, or fring'd embroidery's art, 
Affection win or warm the heart, 

; | Or ſtrengthen vigour's ſtores ? 
Perhaps, midſt all the waſte of pride, 
The Fribble yawns at Beauty's fide, 

Or ſottiſh huſband ſnores. 


While we, as marry'd folks ſhou'd do, 


On neat unvarniſh'd Love fall to; 
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Satiety ne'cr bids us roam, 
We find Fruition's feaſt at home ; 
Beyond all Mercenary charms, 
Pure Inclination ope's her arms. 
Give Cæſar * s due. 

May Friendſhip fill the manly breaſt, 
And Gratitude be Beauty's gueſt, 

And each to ſeach be true. ; 


THE FRIGHT. 
Tune, —Ak ! Chloe! tranſported, I cry'd, 


Ou ev'ning alone in the grove, 
Miſs fat — the ſide of the green, 
She wonder'd at what they call Love, 

And what it was marry'd folks mean. 
4 All night how I tumble and tols, 

„ Yet neither want manner nor means; 
Alas! mult I live to my loſs, 

« And wither-away in my teens? 


Young Rhodophil ran up the lope, 
As 77 he — ſport had in vie: 
She trembl'd, betwixt Fear and Hope, 1 
Irreſolute what ſhe ſhou'd do: SL 
She ſaw him advance to her ſeat, | — 
She ſaw him, but coud not away; „ 
Love fix'd a large weight to her feet, 
Curioſity told her to itay. - 


Deſire gave grace to his tongue, 

As lovers to lovers will ſpeak ; 
Enamour'd, he over her hung, 

Then bow'd down his lips io her cheek ; 
He knelt, ſhe attempted to riſe, 

Tho' Nas but a ſeeble eſſay; 
The wildneſs he wore in his eyes, 

So ſcar'd her, ſhe fainted away. 


* 
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TIME-KILLERS- 


Tune, — Il] fooliſh weak women believe. 


OW weak is the wiſdom of man! 
How fooliſh the fancy of Taſte ! 
Admitting that life's but a ſpan, 
That fpan muſt we wantonly waſte : 
About we diſſatisfy'd move, 
And ramble from climate to clime ; 
Yet neither enjoy nor improve, 
But only, alas! to kill Time, 


Ye huſbands, raſh dupes to excels, 

Pretend to live damn'd honeſt lives, 
Ingrates to the good ye polleſs, 

You abuſe both your Ges and your wives: 
At midnight inebriate reel, 


A vec to foul proſtitute's lure, 
O! think what Affection muſt feel, 
What delicate wives may endure, 


The r Squire will toil | 
All day with keen Induſtry's care,. 
Inceſſantly anxions to ſpoil, 
The innocent tenants of air : 
Or after the fox burſts away, 
Swift down the wind gallops along; 
The miſchiefs that chance in the day, 
At night furniſh fun for a ſong. 


At toilets how beauties appear, 
Like fowlers they arm and take aim; 
High charg'd with curls, tier over tier, 
And animal man is their game: 
Sometimes with leſs dangerous arts. 
The fair, diſſipations purſue, 
If trifles did not take their TE 
With horrid Time what cou d they do 7 
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When fine women do as they pleaſe, 
They hear not the nurſery's din; 

No huſband's abſurdities teize, p 
They fly ſuch dull ſcenes to cut in. 

Dear Bragg, Hazard, Loo, and Quadrill, 
Delightful ! extatic ! immenſe; 

With them each reflection they kill, 
And eſcape all the trouble of ſenſe, 


Vet, lovelies, before tis too late, 

While yet the pulſe beats in its prime, 
Conſider that wrinkles await, 

And make up your quarrel with Time: 
Before 'tis too 2 ſo will we- 

Too long I've your patience be- rthim'd, 
With Time may we henceforth agree, 
And henceforth all things be well-tim'd, 
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THE FUNERAL. 
Tune,—Came ye Careleſs, come and hear me. 


EE the pall-ſupporting bearers, 
All in Undertaker's ſhew ; 
Sce the train of ſable-wearers, 
Acting ev'ry mode of woe: 
Silent crouds the ſpot ſurrounding, 
Call'd the GAAN D Receiver's Dome; 
Diſmal tolling tenor ſounding, 


Fellow mortals follow home. 


Liſt! oh liſt! ye ſtate declaimers, 
On whoſe words the many dwell ; 
Place- beſtowing, Patriot-tamers, 
Hark ! oh hark! tis Grandeur's knell: 
Heralds loud proclaim the honours 
Which this once puiſſant palt ; 
Tell his titles, count his manors, 


Lord of only this at laſt. 
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View the tomb with ſculptare ſplendid, 
View the ſod with briars bound ; 
There the farce of Finery's ended, 

All are equal under ground: 

Fafhions there, there Envy's baniſh'd, 
Beauties there can't plead their forms ; 

There Precedencies are vaniſh'd, 
Offals ALL to odious worms. 


Wiſe folks, weak ones, poor, and wealthy, - 
Tenant unremitting graves ; | 
Haughty, humble, fick, and healthy, 
_ © Britons ſons, and Aſian ſlaves : 
Gloom no more the brow with ſorrow, 
Meet the moment, come what may; 
If we're all to dye to-morrow, 
Let us live, my lads, to-day. 


We'll not laviſh life's expences, 
Nor be niggards when we pay; = 
Let us pleaſe, not pall our ſenſes, 
This is Reaſon's.-holiday :. - 

Here, to dunces bid defiance, 

Aﬀettations diſapprove-; 
Here's my Toaſt, —The Grand Alliance, 

FIZ NMDskhir, FEZ Don, Wir, and Lovz. 
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THE COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE. 
Tune,——Had pretty Miſs been-at a Dancing-ſchool bd. 


| rr a Cobler is oall'd But a low occupation, 
The practice of cobling is come into faſhion, 
From me up ta thoſe who wou'd cobble the nation. 


Some ſay that Old England wants heel-precing, true, 
Our country's trod upon like an old ſhoe, | | 
And may Heel pieces want, aye, and Head pieces tooy 


E 
One, vamp ing our old conſtitution pretends, 55 
And turn and tranſlate it to ſerve ſelf and friends, 
All this is but borching to ſerve their own Ends, 
Each roof in this ifland with liberty rings, | 
The good of their country each party-man fings, a 
The ſenſe of that phraſe is,. My country's good things, |. 


If I, but how ſhou'd I the Rate have a hand in? 
Good ſouls I'd be picking, the bad be diſbanding, 
And then we ſhou'd come to a right underſtanding. 


Againſt want the cunning man wiſely provides, 
A ſtorm-ſhunning ſhepherd beneath a buſh hides, 
So as the time change we are ſure to change ſides, 


With my awl in my hand, III Old England defend, 
Giving room to my betters, who've much more to mend, 


May they ſoon become better, or ſoon have an end. 


I To thoſe who are heedleſs what here may miſhap, 

Their hearts are as hard as the {tone in my Jap, 

They're taking their ſwing, wou'd their {wing was 
my ſtrap. 

I begin to wax warm, fo I'll cloſe up my ſeam, 


Or elſe I-cou'd hammer out ſuch a fine theme, 
It was about lomething I ſaw'd in a dream. 


To my laſt I am come, and that ſhall not laſt long, 
So this is the laſt of a poor cobler's ſong, : 
May. they now be right who till now have been wrong. 


— — 


M U M. 
Tune,—Ye medley of mortals. 


E goſh s who blab out the ſecrets of tate; 
Ye e who over the tea- table prate, 
Ye boaſters of favours from beauties o'ercomGy 


= wiſer, poor pratlers, henceforward be mum. 


Sing tantararara mum all, 


_ ( 154 ) 
Ye wives who have huſbands neglecting their duties, 
"That time give the bottle that's due to your beauties; 


Would you cure them? take care when in drink they 


Io receive them with ſmiles, and reſolve to be mum. 


It is good to hold faſt, to hold much, or hold long, 
But the beſt hold of all is the holding your tongue; 
Tho” wits by their words good companions become, 
Can they get half ſo much as the man who is mum ? 


The ſervant who lily keeps ſilent will riſe, 

His ears he mult doubt, nor give faith to his eyes; 
' Aſk the fine waiting-maid how ſhe rich cou'd become? 
She will curt'ſy, and anſwer, becauſe I was mum. 


But enough has been ſaid, and enough has been ſung, 
. Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er your 
tongue ; by REL | 
T have no more to ſay, to an end I am come, 
My rhymes are all out, I muſt henceforth be mum. 
Sing tantararara mum all, 
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THE PARENT. 


Tune,— Away with the Strife, the Uproar of State, 


Fond father's bliſs to number his race, 
2 exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their 
8 
With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, | 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again: 
Men of pleaſure, be mute, this is life's lovely view ; 
When we look on our young ones, our youth we 
renew. 


Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy ! 
No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deltroy z 


" . 
{ 55 1 
From the 3 of Youth unto Winter's * | | 


When Death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our ſon 


Ape Eva the Gods thanks that we've live'd BY ſo 
ong. 


1X 
Tune, - Puſſi about the briſk Bowl. 


USH about the briſk bowl, twill enliven the 
heart, 


While thus we fit round on the—ſtay! 
What buſineſs have 1 an old ſong to impart, _ 
When J, -Sirs, a new one can fay, can ſay, 
4 | When I, Sirs, a new one can lay. 


"What ſhall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do? 
What beſt will my bad voice become? 
Why, faith, Sirs, I'll ftrive by my verſes to fhew, 
5 That life i is, alas! but a Hum. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men at they 
dye, 
At death the moſt happy look glum; 
At our entrance and exit we equally cry, 


Which proves our! life's plainly a Hum. 


Law and phyſic you for will make ſure of the fee, 
| What advice to you gratis will come; 


If you you are loſt, tho* merit you boaſt, 
worth without wealth 1s a hum. 


Acquaintance pretend that your fortunes they'll mend, 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come; 

But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern Friendſhip i is merely a hum, 


- — - Ree — — - _ 
— c oe 


* 
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When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel 

(But let us be modeſt and mum) 
At the altar they bow, but tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a hum. 


We are hum d from our birth, till we're hum's into earih, 
Io an end of our jokes then we come: 
Take your glaſs my briſk brother, and I'll take another, 
And thus make the moſt of a hum, a hum, 
And let's make the molt of a hum, 


8 E L. r. 
Tune, I met with s Maiden one day at the Fair, 


AYS I to my tutor, Sir, what ſhall I do, 
Shall 1 think to accumulate pelf? 
Or learning or glory, which 2 urſue 
Converſe, quoth the put, with wot 


Myſelf I addreſs'd, but ſelf ſeem'd in a huff, 
Replying, we ne'er ſhall agree, 
For Drinking and Cards, Fall, Shame, and ſuch Aale 
Had charge d all their odiums on me. 


on eft factum, ſays I, and reſolv'd to be try d, 
1 bid me hope for ſome ſportz 
To feſſions I ran, I had Laugh on my fide, 
Intending to hum the whole court, 


But Reflection, a wretch who had no buſineſs there, 
Nor Memory, yet wou'd come in; 

Repentance bid Pleaſure deſcend from the chair, 
And order'd the cauſe to begin. 


I begg'd a permiſſion to call in my friends 
To preve the defence I ſhoud make; 

Quoth Self as to Friendſhip he ſerv'd his on ends, 
And only did things for my ſake. 
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For his miſtreſs in gaicty [ras wand, 16 
For me he a madman has provꝰ d;; 7 | 
Tho' he may to hundreds alte ion e 5 
Vet me, and me only he lov'd. i 


In a pet I refolv'd not a witneſs to call, 
The general iſſue my plea; 

But challeng'd' the court, judge and j jury and all, 
That they were as guilty as me. | 


"Tis the loadſtone of life, to that point the world tuen 
For man is a miſerly elf, 

Who cries and laughs, loves and bates haters and corn, 
As Intereſt acts upon Self. 


But now Im awake—I that! 3 * $1 
Which proves Self the a man; 5 
To a heart that can feel, wee ing Beauty | 9 
Let him think then of Self if ke can, —_— " = 


Till Woxan has civiliz'd ſavage e * 
We cannot ſuſceptible prove ; | 
But when her perfections have beam'd on 3 71 
We re brighien d to Wiſdom and Love. 


Ye ſcoffers be ridiculous baſe __ mu gf 
To Gratitude fc be my toaſt; a 


Merit meet always ws rand er 
Le each other be loft. i 


kad as 


2 1 
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Tune.—I will tal you what, Friend, 5 


INCE at laſt I am R, contented TV de, 
Nee e 2 go 

in the rain I'ibury Plain, 

Or left without in the ſnow, TY 
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ee eh on top of Paul's dire 
The hotteſt day eee 5 Wyo 
Aſtride the croſs iatß without hood or hat. AT 
I'd whiſtle off pain with a tune, | e 


For now I am xx##, no low ſpirits for n 
I laugh at all croſſes l find; 128 

I think as I pleaſe, and reflect at my eaſe, 
For Liberty lies in the mind. 


e me ke arr Fancy ca fire, a 
n tho! b is hut a 8 5 
b, do others Fa 7 
3 elſe — a fanciful Icheme p L. ok 


Some fancy the court, ſome fancy field- 
The chace of a"beauty ſome . 
The topets with wine, the miſers\with coin, 
And poets are plcas d with their muſe. 


La Mancha mad knight, 'with-wind-mills 2 . 
ike him our attempts are jeſt; 
With envy iriſane,” arid with projets fo vain, 29 4 
Each een at the Chez edle reſt. 


This e n OF: dd 
wi de bed ee 

it at's Vi ede 
3 


And make t 32 . 115 Rd Df "4 + 


In a point. it muſt. end, on. a point I « 3 
; . . 
a point you to ing, L int you to ri 2 
: ** a Scot-h Is ! 15 4 
— — 2 8 — — — 
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Tune,—Young vdo he OP fort Mogg the Bronte 
ARE-FOOT! and /head-bare, his blanket zicht 


ſkewer' d, 


Tam o Bedlam paraded, erbt as my lord; 


” 


( 159 ) 
The boys.left their at, his ra ard. 
The mob, pity a his m ry ſtar d. + 
Girls laugh'd, and the fops, len form'd for ea, 
- Shpill ſcreaming on 4.9 trembling. away; 
While. infants. crep wI- in their mothers arms hi. 
Tom, beauty-like mov'd, heedleſs what harm he di 


Where's the Devil? quoth Tom, where's the Devil 1 . „ 

Good folks have you not feen the 'Deuil to-day pe 

A brother, Jul cur'd, er — Wheie Old Nick * 
dw 


Come bither, In ſkew you dock, were is bis kat” 
Behold thoſe round ef cap with ram's-horns on top, 
A palace ſome call it; I fay tis his ſhop, 

Attendance, Dependance, there move round and round, 


And where ſuch à dance is, the damn'd muſt be found, 


The fiend of revenge this vile torment made out, 
Tixt Hope and Deſpair, to hang fouls u doiibt. 
ere, ves now 155 fill 2 's he | 


But poor mult we rd Oe New . 
I honour the Great, who dare greatly beha have, Fel x 
I diſſent not from pigue, nor aſſent as a ar 
For Engliſimen ſcorn baſe earm d bread to Tg CES 


Such a dama'd life, null Tom, 1'l be dan d if Ie 


That moment a Methodift « came to the place, 1 

Hair tuck'd behind ears, and Zeal's cant on bis ger WE 
He threaten'd, he groan'd, he grimac'd; and he whin'd, 
The mad fellows mounted and ſeiz'd him behind. 

The multitude queſtion'd why he was us d thus: 
He has broke out, quoth Tum, he's, you lee; one af us 
To their hoſpital dragg'd him, he there was uriloos d., 
Tom cry d out—At Bedlam i is Madngſs refus'd? 


2 


400 


His comate reply d Brother Tom do not fre 1 
The world on y works now for what it can get: 
Such fad objects as we are, it cares not about, 

What has Intereſt to do, with us two, in er out? 

But this a decoy duck, ho brings in great gains, 
And tunnels his hearers by turning K brains, 128 
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If he's flopp'd, folks will follow ſome miſchief as bad, 
N the world will be mad. 


How's a bininpeaſts boys, may we ſtill find the way, 


To ſpeak what we know, and to know what we ſay. 

Ye big wigs of Greſham ſome noſtrum compound, 

To keep our heads clear and 3 our hearts ſound. 

May Greatneſs and Goodneſs as s agree, 

May our ſons, like ourſelves, ſocial ſing, Wx ARE raxs 

And may we, ſelf conſcious, preſumption _—_— 
| arenen think n wiſe, 
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Xtinguiſh the candles, give Phebus fair pl / 
E The ſhutters unbolt, ler us bonour the day; * 
y lady Eucina we've drove from her poſt, 
8. The Sun ſhines upon us, we'll give e 


Says Caution, the neighbours are paſſing along, 
They'll look thro' the laſhes, and tell us we're wrong: 
Remonſtrance avaunt—what is all they can fay? 

But ve ſlept all night whilſt we drank it away. 


Ye tutors, diſputers, ye dignify'd doctors, 

| Ye majors, ye minors, with prebends and proftors, 
What ſenſe is it, pritheg, which tells us to "think 7 
When all our ſeven ſenſes declare we ſhould drink. 


Our patron is Bacchus, and Jove was his fire, 

He was born in a burk of celeſtial fire; 

Mamma begg'd the god wou'd come worthy her 2 
The light' ning of love prov d tos much for her arms. 


From her, in a moment, the baby was ſnatch'd, 
And into a buck by nurſe Jupiter batch'd; 
Th' immortal to expiate Semele's rape, 


Beſtow d on his foundling the gift of the grape. 


7 abr") 


Ye love-ſick who live on the ſhine of mn ee, 
The red of a cheek; or the tone of a ſigg; 
Impreſs'd by the ſmiles or the frowns of a b, 

As weather glaſs ſhews variations of air. 


r dh 

A dancing-bear led by a ring in his ſnuut :: 

While pug plays his tricks if you ſhew him ſome fruity 
ye nm 1 


If girls won't comply why we never run mad, 
But away to the next, as enough may be had; 


If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang nor al 0 & 
But in wine comfort ſeek, we are ſure of it here. 


Draw your bows, ye Crochetti, in muſic's N 
With * I'm for Saving a portion of jenſe; 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's'roar, ' 


With a good fellow's'beltow,-—Bring fix dals, MOres 


Six bottles! we'll have them, and 
We've drank up the night and we'll drink wii the 


Here's their "_ whois at, will 
| u 
Heres the bil that we love , and the Hate. tes LY 


. 
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Tung. Nobles who hurry, through ev'ry gay Toll... 


Waka ers for fortune who damſels enſnare, 
1 1200 f 7 Ganls and addreſſes deceive; N 
o laſſes of wealth how thoſe miſcreants ſwear, v4 K 
And, alas! how the lafles, believe, 


Nay, fome ladies ſeetn to expect being loſt, 
They truſt whom they know are forſworn, = 
They liſten to him who has ruin'd the moſt, | | 
And hope to be * in turn. | 
3 
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Can this be believ'd?—no !-—the maker jokes, 
— —— | hy 

N 
Who are ſorry to ſay it is true. 


But when love for love is received on each ade, 
How tenderneſs fmiles on the pair; : 


This, this is a triumph, and this is in, 
I enjay ſuch a favourite fair. 2 


No C * Ai N 
er thoughts are explain d by her eyes; L 
8 ple 3 from gratitude Kind, 
ſ-oras the deceit of dllguile. 


EE by the ſide of a fiream, 


Our hours we happ ppily pals; 
My head on her lap, w oy ns hen Baan, 
gl dee eee neee / 


Enj the breeze from the fields of new hay, 
e gather the ſummer's ſweet pride; 
Or point to the brook where the {mall fiſhes P's 
And count them beneath the clear tide, 


In rooms rich embelliſh'd with luxury's ſtore, 
Let wealth p r'd Indolence yawn; 
aft her deliriums o'er, 
Till dupes to her dungeon are drawn. 


Let common-place fondneſs her blandiſhments ſpread, 
And tempt by the tiolet's parade; 

The ſqueeze, the ſoft ſigh, wanton glance, and 1285 tread, 
— pantomime tricks of her trade. 


J have try'd, and can tell, L have frolick d n, 
And follow d the faſhion of Fun; 

The ſame farce have afted that's play'd at this day, 
And while the world wheels will be done, 7 
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Tune, —1 take in good part the ſoft Squeeze, G. 


- 


HERE is one thing, my Friends, I muſt offer to 


| a you, - KI 8 | 4 
Tis, Give to Old Nick what to Old Nick is due ; 
What he owes to us I can venture to ſa - ' | + 
Like a dzmon of rank, upon honour he'll pay. + 


Tho' you fmile at my ſyſtem, and ſneer at my ſong, 

_ His worſhip's allow'd to be Prince of Bon Ton; © 
Now thus les the bus'neſs, Sirs, as we're polite, 

And practiſe good manners, pray what is his right 7 


The Devil is in you 's a phraſe daily us'd, 

Yet oft, by fuch langauge the Devil's abus'd. 

Tho' ſome hollow hearts may have much room to {; 
The Devil himſelf wou'd not chuſe to dwell there, 


Some le affect with this world to be fick, .___ 
And give themlelves up in a pet to Old Nick; 3 
Devil fetch me] they cry, but if SATAN they knew, 
His Honour has much better busnefs to do. 


Tho” of Darkneſs he's King, he's a Prince of the Air, 
And with his Infernalſtip we ſhou'd deal fair; 

The chearful Day's rul'd by the Angel of Light, 

And the Devil (Lord bleſs us) is Monarch of Night, | 


Hig torturing ſpirits around him await, 

As watchmen attend on the conſtable's ſtate ; 

Thoſe imps of authority {ally in ſhoals, 751 
And pennyleſs ſtrumpets drag in as damn'd ſouls, | 


The hell upon earth, and life's dev'liſh diſeaſe, 

Is poverty ſinning, and ſeiz d on for fees; 

Deep in darkneſs that droſs we call rar” was hid, 
A proof that the uſe on't to us was forbid, . 


* 
— 
. 


f 


( 
But Pluto, the Devil's old heatheniſh name, 
Brought it forth from below, as a varniſh for ſhame : 


Per aan, Temptation, attended the gold, 
all have been bid for, and few are unſold, 


We me dev'lifhly odd, in a dev'lifh odd way, 
Since bribe as bribe can, there's the Devil 277. 
The Devil of party makes damnable rout, 

Tho' the Devil a bit can we tell what about, a 


May Satan ſeize thoſe who "nt REG TH . * 
May they take the ſame road 1 ſuch things receive; 
But may we preſerve HONEST men, tho” they're few, . ( 


Export all the reſt, give the Devil his due, 


PRESENT TASTE. 


Tune —Lof _ anne dream, I beheld a brown baſs. 
is os T Wa bs "x | . | 
NE day: EE. 8 M it was 0 We, 
O Accoſtin pgs the i Her 3 03s poo. aste, 
By the foot of Al ides (quoth he 6) it is ſtrange, | 
That the Engliſh ſhou'd England abuſe : 
As locuſta, in ſwarms; eroſs the ſeas n 
As woodcocks firſt fleſhleſs appear, 
So ſhoals of important Illib rals this day, 


Not — France, not a vagrant from Romey | 
Not a Swiſs with a Maymozet 'ſhew, 

But here men of faence and 
Outlandifh folks ev* ry thing -know-: 

The rich will receive them as, Flattery': $ imp, 

grins in their 1 

And Britiſh-born artiſts are elbow'd by pimp, 

By hawr-dreſſers, dancers and cooks. 


{ 165 ) 
Dug Merit vain, may attempt at the lead, 


| the it in the world we may waſte; 
But Tk; from beyond ſea are ſure to ſucceed, 
t the high faſhion of taſte : 
To 25 and to honour who has not a claim, 
They are worn without any expence; | 
They are ſelf. beſtow'd gifts, they're Egotiſts fame, 
They're knav* ry and dunces defence. 


Engliſh might be allow'd in the rude days of yore, 
Such vulgars we caant now endure; | 
There is ſomething ſo ſoft in the ſound of Signior, 1 
And immenſely polite in Meſteur: 
How coarſe ſounds the Saw DRTYSs! in merit, indeed, . 

Thoſe. brothers embelliſh the age; | rs 
Can ſuch a rude name now as Rover ſucceed Þ | 


. Beſides, he belongs to the ſtage. ry £24 > 


All's s vulgar and horrid, low, wretched, and Jak 
Of us thus the connoiſſieur ſpeaks 3 - 

But exquifite fine, tis immenſe, and all that, 

. When he talks about Gothics and Greeks. | 

Perhaps my addreſs a prefumption may ſcem, 
And receiv'd by the rich as a fneer ; 

But with all vou are worth, to be worthy eſteem, | 


Do Dres ro GENIUS BORN HERE. 
& 
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' NOBODY AND NOTHING. 


 Tune;—Gerho. Dahn. 
Story or ſong, you have leſt to my choice, 


In attempting a tune I like Nobody bawl, | 


And as.t0 a mimic I'm Nothing at all. way” 5 ud 
The wrinkVd-cheek Critic, call d Squire Syntaxts," 
Pedantical ſpeak "ſs wou'd bring into practice. 
Wich el claſſical gabhle may wink and may ſneer, 


| And beg 1 wou'd make the thing Nothing pre. 


For one I've.no humour, for t'other no voice 3 1. 


1 . 
w 
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For ſchogmaſiers conjugate 
I ſpeak 


The phraſe of lile Nobody pay 59%, what 


But as I ſing Nothing, tis Nothing to them. 


Now as to this Nobody I dare to ſay, | 

Altho' we ſee Somebody always in play - 
And /ometimes that  fomethang 722 ſomehow be . 
Yet Nobody only muſt many things OWN. 


The public is peſlerd wilt many gay forms, 
22 ſpringing from grubs and from worms; 
Thoſe nell-dreſs'd neceſtties daily. we view, 


In Nos Etc wi erg dh. b 
Nothing to think © re Abd 
Adele vi r ſt ee . 
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'Tis Nobody only can gueſs the ga 1-0 
When Nobody's by, eint mable TN. 
Unleſs Indiſctetion ſhou'd alter their plan, 
Nobody knows Nothing 'twixt miſtreſs and man. 


The romp too dom, cindeſe er'd a fi 
Will fall, the firſt ſhake, . N r 


Dear Captain, ſhe whiſpers, fomebody will hear . 
Dear Mils, whiſpers he, there is Nobody near us. 


But when ſhe's betray d by her paſſion, to ſhame, 


And parents and amt dtan begin with their blame; 
Who, I, Sir ?—not 1, Sir [-—no! Honour forbid it, 
if 1 am with child, i war Nozopr' did it. 


The tread of Gallant by Cornuto is heard. þ 
On tiptos the lover from rendezvous ſcar d:; J 
Who's there ? ſtarts the huſband, bis thieves that I bear, 


mann,... 


Any-bodly may ſay, if they pleaſe, I am wrong, 
Every-body find fault, if they pleaſe; with my ſ. 1 
But careful left Sombody oy pleas offend; - ong 


I with Nothing began, and with Nobody end. 


(6 1 


8 Toner. * telly Beal. 
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OR e to Bacchus, to Bacchus wel An 
Long corks be my garland inſtead of the bays > 
With Burgundy's bleſſings my temples anoint. 


And toaſt the firſt toperwho, drank a half hint. 


My ſong is to Bacchus, the God of the Vine?” 49 7 Si | 
The engineer artiſt to ſp rin hy He'd ty's mine; 2 


Without him Wit pines, and Lobe ban, 
Cold water has kept the Nine Muſes old maids, 


Quoth Temperance, Witzt's the medicine of nad, 
And Water, quoth Prudente, will win a mn 3 
Tho' wer we y ſeem; as theRory's not long, 24 


Once Water belpdd Bacchus, and thus fays the ſong. '> 


It was when his harvelt'r<oic'd the iparch'd 
« Beneath the firſt vine, Love on Mit begot Mita; 
© Yet Hate raig'd fome rebels who broke from his ſwny, 


And, drunk with his bounty, deny:d to obey... 140 


© He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his A a 
cc Silenus was ſutler, Ford Pan led the horſe; Wt 
«© The Ganges they croſs d, eame in front of the 'fos, 
1 And ſtruck them all dead without ſtriking a blow, ” 


« 'Twas Pan did the feat, caſt them into a fright, 
« He crept, like a fox, thro' their camp in the nights” 
* All the wine he drew ny while -theſe- Ignorants 
ſnor' d. Eee 
« And into the bottles foul ditch aer pour d. · 


Each rebel next morti, ais d the dem 60 is bead, 
But chill'd the firſt gulp, in att aguc fit flod 


* 
*. * 
t 


"# 


Fled, trembling; from monarch. to meaneſt ee Y 
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( 168 ) 
MEDIO.CRITY. 


Tune,—Attempt to be happy ! but how can that bet 


N a neighbour!) way, with an honeſt man's us 
Unottending, I hope to ſuoceed; 
Attend if you pleaſe, if you're pleas'd with ; a name, 
Imprimis, let Probity lead. 
Be careful to keep on Humility's fi 
Nor ever loſe Er ande 's lay de, 


© Obey not che envy of Page vor of Pride : 
Nox pilfer from Meri its due. Wert 


Be aſſur'd that Efteem is a noble eſtate, — 
Let not a fond ſmile make you proud 
Nor rail at men merely becauſe they are great, 
Be not dup'd by the. roar of a croud, 


Shun Flatttry's phraſe, let not Promiſe allure, ' 
farting for Sas in vote 4 1 F 
orget not riends, tho* perhaps they are r 
Nor make new acquaintance in haſte, 2 
Oh ! ſuffer not Intereſt, Friendſhip to w . 
Accept not 5 "bes Pe ER | 
Nor filently witneſs Iniquity's ſcen „ / 
But open at once on Deceit. , ED 


" 
— 


Remember yourſelf, ſpare the ſhame of your rien, 


Nor carry your wit to exceſs; 
With ſprit the cauſe of the abſent defend, ” 22 
And ſhrink not your arm from diſtre/s. 4 \ 


not the tow, nor be high peoples dave, 

or ever deſpair nor be van 

Howe'er{inco — the world my . 
Mediocrity ever maintain. 


His views let Ambition ed ver the Nate, 
Let Avarice gluttonize wealth; 

No Nabobs 1 wiſh for, I wou'd not be great, 
I only aſk humbly for bgalth, 


60469 
How chearful, in health, will my latter days paſs, 


Unenvy'd, unenvying live; 
With the friends I have prov'd, and my fav'rite laſs, 
And Aro THE PRECEPTS I GIVE, * 


THE SWEETHEARTS. 


| Tune, —Dermy Down. 
13 the world is ſo old, and the times are ſ@ 


And ev'ry thing talk'd of, except what is tue 
Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, * 

Of 1 * or i Rae: | 
The Bk nas Fas, ai atnde de Bind: 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudre; 
He bow'd, he took ſay, N 7 pw 
He bow'd, cyt a caper, and took ſnuff agen. 


A Dutchman advanc'd, when the lady he ſaw, ; 
He drop'd down his pipe, and he waddl'd out yaw ; 
With hands hid in et, and unpoliſh'd leer, 1 
As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak d out Mynheer. 
From Connaught itſelf, faith, another beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Ballingbrough was his name; 
He bowꝰ d tothe laſs, and he ſtar d at Mounſeer, 
panda hand on his word, 2 my 4h 1 
my dear 
The next a Meſs John, of rank Methodiſt taint, 
Who thought like a ſinner, but look'd like a Sanz ; 
Clos'd . twirbd his thumbs, moving muckle 2 


Thai tarn'd LIP his eyes a about to ſay grach 


* 


n 


(470 ) 

A neat Engliſh failor in holiday trim, Rowe 
Wholong lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lord 2. 

Atliwart them all ſtept, under arm toſs' d His ſwitr 


Squar'd his _ op'd his pouch, gave his towers 2 
hitc 


He along - ſide her fell, and he grappl'd on board, 
She ſtruck the firſt broadſide of Niles he pour'd; 
Then hetow'd her to church, and as to the reſt 
What afterwards ſollow d, is eaſily gueſs d. 
Der Down, &c. 


©, 
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A LESSON Or ove. 


Tune,—Co on, 5. gay Fadens, &c. Sc. 


E Lexicon Critics, whoſe claſſical pride, + : 

Plain ſenſe and Englh, as moderns, deride; 
Yet Woman, dear Woman! your minds could im- 
rove, 


Tum ts to her, take a Leſſon of Loves 


eee 
To Beauty's prefer the rude joys of the chace: 
So ſavage a practice no more you'll. app prove, 
When once you have praſtis d a Le m of Love. 


At midni topers, when bump'ring oe weed, 
Be e whom tis your boaſt; - 


If the _ thoſe joys you p ye cou'd prove, 
Wine wou wou'd not have power d wean you tram {ts 


Ye ſoldier who ruſh thro? the rough work of Var, 
Stateſmen may ſcheme, or as Sovereigns jar, 


orious at home ye may | 
up your e bin 


0 d liſt under Love. 


( 171 ) 


Ye buſy i in traffick, whoſe cent. per eent. lives, 

Can eſtimate juſtl All worth—but your wies; 
While th* intereſts of trade you ſo anxious improve, 
You negle& their demands, and are bankrupts to Lobe. 


The life of a man is * reign, 


en wy 


Care, dullneſs, fatig ue, diſappointment, and pain; 
But claſp the fond. female, thoſe ills ſhe'll remove, _— 
Such n has woman! : 110 magic is Love! | 


O T H E LAST; 
Os, EPILOGUE. 


Tune, —Laura's Song in n the Chaplet 


HE Wits were wont, in ancient times, 
Jo eſtimate their age by v —ů 
| A ballad their ſchooling 3 


We moderns may, perhaps, be wrong, 
If not . alſo a So 3 
* Ma fit us for our Foolling. 


Imprimis, there's the Men of State, +23 I 

But, hole: ee cue eee * 
Left I ſhou'd gain a ſchooling, 

For Greatneſs was not form'd f6t 

Tho! ome folks oy make their court, 


e n 427 Feong, 
We p the Fool we act the Wiſe, 
we ae walk, or wear d 
As on tad fr rag; 
See, with all our deep-laid wiles,' Foun 
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That all this To,—or not to be, 
Today on ExpeRati 


To C, 1 — theſe Songs, 


9 
I met wilt think; if men will fee, - 4 
Reed oi 


tion's wing, 


LY 


CORE ON, RG 


What is the thing - Fling 


| Fool an fool on, for let bal 


4 Ballad-maker's Fading 
G. A. S. 


Juſt publiſhed, Price Three Shillings, 
HE FESTIVAL of WIT, ſelected by G—— 
K——, Summer Reſident at Windſor ; and care- 
fully copied from his common Place Book, with the 
names of the parties Who introduced them to the 
Re] Er, 


This Collection has frequently enlivened the brilliant 


Circles at St. James's, ö and Windſor, 
It contains the Birth of the Roſe, the Geranium, the 


Paſtime of Venus, the Devil's Tail, the Kijfs of Lydia, 


and ſeveral other celebrated Poems, which 


Life's a Joke, 


have been handed about in Manuſcript, but were never 
before printed —It is, without exception, the richeſt; 


9 THINGS in the Engliſh languag. 
7 


= "Mg ; . 
N a — 


